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Joan  Crawford 

takes  time  out  from 
her  part  in  M-G-M's 
“Mannequin"  to  play 
the  part  of  Mrs. Santa 
Claus. .Joan  Crawford 
has  smoked  Luckies 
for  eight  years,  has 
been  kind  enough  to 
tell  us:  “They  always 
stay  on  good  terms 
with  my  throat." 


When  you  offer  friends  the  welcome 
gift  of  cigarettes,  remember  two  facts: 

1.  Among  independent  tobacco  men, 
Luckies  have  twice  as  many  exclusive 
smokers  as  all  other  brands  combined. 

2.  Luckies  not  only  offer  you  the  finest 
tobacco  but  also  the  throat  protection 
of  the  process  "It’s  Toasted”. 

With  men  who  know  tobaccobest... 
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Censored 

HIS  has  been  one  hec- 
tic issue. 

What  started  out  to 
be  a short  story  with  lots  of 
yuletide  spirit  ended  up  as  a 
war  poem  by  an  American 
fighting  with  the  Loyal 
forces  in  Spain.  What  start- 
ed out  to  be  a Christmas  is- 
sue in  general,  in  fact,  soon 
developed  into  a burlesque 
issue.  It  would  have  been  even  more  of  a Burlesque  is- 
sue than  ever.  Two  pages  more.  But  these  pages  (15  ant 
18)  are  not  filled  with  the  two  previously  scheduled  illus- 
trations. 

They  are  blank. 

They  were  censored. 

But  maybe  these  pages,  in  their  present  form,  repre- 
sent a bigger  Burlesque  feature  than  they  would  in  their 
original  form.  They  burlesque  statements  that  there  is 
no  censorship  of  the  press  at  Lehigh  other  than  SELF 
censorship  by  the  editors  of  the  respective  publications. 

They  burlesque  a recent  editorial  in  the  BROWN  AND 
WHITE  in  which  the  newspaper  boasted:  “At  Lehigh 
suppression  of  undergraduate  opinion  is  not  practiced.  It 
is  unpleasant  to  find  an  American  university  (Pittsburgh, 
etc.)  practicing  methods  which  have  come  to  be  asso- 
ciated with  entirely  un-American  principles.  The  demo- 
cratic state  relies  for  its  existence  on  free  expression  of 
thought,  and  in  the  last  analysis,  perhaps  the  extent  of  a 
country’s  liberty  may  be  judged  by  the  freedom  of  its 
press.  To  allow  its  undergraduate  body  to  speak  its  bit 
in  the  columns  of  its  newspaper  is  not  a dangerous  privil- 
ege for  a college  to  grant.  The  students  will  often  be 
wrong,  and  their  criticism  often  unjustified,  but  they  will 
have  had  their  say.  ...” 

They  burlesque  this  paragraph  in  the  Charter  and  Reg- 
ulations of  Lehigh  University:  “The  board  of  publica- 
tions does  not  propose  to  interfere  in  general  with  the 
editorial  policy  of  any  publications,  but  it  reserves  the 
right,  in  case  of  serious  misrepresentation  of  facts  or 
breach  of  taste  or  decency,  to  send  a letter  of  censure 
and  warning  to  the  offending  publication  . . . and  in  case 
of  repeated  offenses  to  report  the  facts  to  the  faculty  for 
such  action  as  that  body  may  see  fit  to  take.”  (There  were 
no  such  warnings.  The  matter  had  not  even  been  pub- 
lished, as  yet). 

HOW  IT  BEGAN 

It  all  started  when  Kay  Janulis  contributed  a story  of 
the  life  of  a burlesque  entertainer.  (Page  14.)  At  the 
same  time,  Carl  Palmer  offered  to  make  some  on-the- 
scene  sketches  of  girl  performers  at  the  Lyric  Theater  in 
Allentown.  The  final  work  was  done  in  the  fine  arts  lab 
at  the  University.  In  addition,  after  an  interview7  with  the 
manager  of  the  Lyric,  Carl  Palmer  came  of  the  opinion 
that  the  Burlesque  was  a serious  art  and  went  ahead  to 
express  his  personal  opinion  as  to  the  matter.  This  opin- 
ion is  also  printed  in  the  REVIEW.  (Page  19.) 

The  intent  and  purpose  behind  both  articles  and  the 
four  illustrations  were  serious  and  sincere.  All  were  the 
authors’  honest  attempts  at  artistic  expression.  Where- 
as the  REVIEW  realized  such  a topic  would  be  well  re- 
ceived by  the  public,  the  editors  did  not  feel  in  any  way 


that  there  would  be  any- 
thing obscene  in  the  items. 
The  editors  still  do  not  feel 
it.  If  the  illustrations  were 
in  a magazine  w'hose  tone, 
month  to  month,  was  similar 
to  the  fllippant,  lewd  maga- 
zines common  at  most  col- 
leges, the  illustrations  might 
have  been  interpreted  as 
vulgar  in  intent.  But  the 
REVIEW’S  record  is  one  of  earnestness  in  getting  ma- 
terial with  an  honest  attempt  at  being  worth  while. 

Last  Thursday,  however,  the  printer  of  the  REVIEW, 
Earl  M.  Schaeffer,  received  the  four  illustrations  by  Mr. 
Palmer  and,  for  some  mysterious  reason,  brought  them 
up  to  Dean  McConn.  The  Dean  believed  the  whole  mat- 
ter to  be  a questionable  one;  so  he  consulted  the  Pres- 
ident and,  subsequently,  several  other  members  of  the 
faculty.  It  was  their  judgment  that  two  of  the  illustra- 
tions be  taken  out  of  the  issue. 

The  REVIEW  considers  this  censorship.  The  accepted 
meaning  of  the  w ord  censorship  among  journalists  is  the 
outside  suppression  of  any  material  in  a publication  — 
whether  the  written  word,  the  make-up,  the  illustra- 
tions. Yet  the  REVIEW  concedes  that  expediency  MIGHT 
demand  that  certain  decidedly  flagrant  violations  of  de- 
cency be  held  from  publication,  though  it  is  very  possible 
that  for  a long  run  policy,  even  this  statement  is  too  con- 
servative and  holds  deadly  potentialities.  At  any  rate,  the 
power  to  decide  whether  material  is  flagrantly  indecent 
is  up  to  power  of  the  editors,  as  provided  for  by  the  rules 
of  the  Univ  ersity  — not  by  outside  pow  ers.  If  the  editors 
judgment  is  mistaken,  then  there  is  room  for  warning 
(though  still  no  censorship)  until,  if  the  difficulty  con- 
tinues to  rise  in  future  issues,  the  authorities  decide  to 
abolish  the  publication,  or  dismiss  the  editors. 

The  editors  of  the  REVIEW  did  not  think  the  illus- 
trations violated  decency  flagrantly  or  mildly.  In  fact,  it 
didn’t  even  occur  to  the  editors  that  such  material  might 
be  accepted  as  other  than  an  honest  artistic  endeavor, 
though  the  editors  realized  the  natural  interest  in  the 
subject  matter. 

The  REVIEW  objects  to  the  action  of  the  printer  in 
overstepping  the  ethics  of  business  (though  he  may  have 
acted  in  good  faith). 

The  REVIEW  questions  the  right  of  the  administrative 
officials  to  resort  to  censorship  in  any  form. 

The  REVIEW  particularly  questions  a decision  involv- 
ing so  personal  and  subtle  a judgment  that  two  of  the 
pictures  WERE  permitted  to  remain  although  several 
critics  w'ere  found  who  believed  that  these  two  were  more 
suggestive  than  those  that  were  deleted. 

The  REVIEW,  then,  wishes  to  make  public  such  ac- 
tions so  that  the  students  know  just  where  our  free  press 
stands.  If  the  public  wishes  to  discount  much  of  this  en- 
thusiasm as  being  prejudiced,  it  may  be  justified  in  so 
doing.  But  the  facts,  exclusive  of  editorial  comment,  are 
accurate.  Make  your  own  judgments  on  these. 
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SOCIAL  SECURITY 

Prepared  by  Si  Margolis  ’41  and  Henry  Sondheim  ’41 

Have  you  filled  out  your  social  security  blank,  as 

YET?  ARE  YOU  SOCIALLY  SECURE,  IN  THE  FIRST  PLACE? 
DO  YOU  STILL  PICK  UP  YOUR  BREAD  WITH  A FORK?  ONCE 
AGAIN  THE  REVIEW  OFFERS  AN  ILLUMINATING  EXAM- 
INATION THAT  WILL  TELL  YOU  IF  YOU  KNOW  WHICH  END  IS  UP. 

Deduct  4 points  for  each  mistake.  If  you  score  below  60,  you’d  better 
transfer  to  Arts.  Between  60  and  75,  you  are  mature  enough  to  pay  full 
fare  on  the  trolleys.  Between  75  and  88,  you  can  win  friends  and  in- 
fluence people.  Over  88,  you — come,  come  now;  add  it  again. 


1.  The  small  perforations  on  the 
ceiling  in  the  Packard  auditorium  are 
there  for  (1)  ornamental  purposes, 
(2)  acoustical  purposes,  (3)  ventil- 
ation, (4)  preservation  of  architec- 
tural style,  (5)  purpose  of  advertis- 
ing swiss  cheese. 

2.  Aldous  Huxley  at  the  Student 
concert-lecture  program  on  Decem- 
ber 3,  spoke  about  (1)  sex,  (2)  edu- 
cation, (3)  religion,  (4)  Lehigh’s  Rose 
Bowl  prospects,  (5)  democracy. 

3.  Lehigh’s  1937  Football  team  com- 
piled about  (1)  65  (2)  160  (3)  30 
(4)  55  (5)  70  points. 

4.  One  of  the  features  of  House - 


party  weekend  was  (1)  cutting  Sat- 
urday’s classes,  (2)  the  Lehigh — 
Johns-Hopkins  game,  (3)  the  Fresh- 
man log-rolling  contest,  (4)  Kay 
Kayser’s  orchestra,  (5)  picking  the 
beauty  queen. 

5.  The  honorary  debating  society 
here  at  Lehigh  is  (1)  Delta  Omicron 
Theta  (2)  Tau  Beta  Pi  (3)  Eta  Sigma 
Phi  (4)  Omicron  Delta  Kappa  (5) 
Phi  Eta  Sigma. 

6.  One  of  the  following  is  not  a 
Lehigh  cheer:  (1)  flicker  yell  (2) 
short  yell  (3)  two  rahs  and  a ray 
(4)  number  3 (5)  the  skyrocket. 

7.  Blanche  Yurka  in  the  first  of 


this  season’s  Student  Concert-Lecture 
series  did  not  give  her  interpretation 
of  one  of  the  following:  (1)  Shaw’s 
CANDIDA  (2)  Shakespeare’s  MAC- 
BETH (3)  Mme.  deFar'e  from  Dick- 
ens (4)  Moliere’s  LE  MISAN- 
THROPE. 

8.  Interscholastic  baseball  began 
at  Lehigh  in  (1)  the  1920’s  (2)  the 
1870’s  (3)  1850’s  (4)  about  1903  (5) 
about  1845. 

9.  An  elevator  may  be  found  in 
(1)  Christmas -Saucon  Hall,  (2)  The 
Observatory  (3)  the  Library  (4) 
Physics  Building  (5)  Packer  Hall. 

10.  Lehigh’s  sporting  budget  does 
not  include  two  of  the  following:  (1) 
lacrosse,  (2)  tennis,  (3)  ice  hockey, 

(4)  soccer,  (5)  track. 

11.  The  flagpole  now  stands  on 
a spot  formerly  occupied  by  a (1) 
saw  mill  (2)  a railroad  terminus  (3) 
a brewery  (4)  a steel  mill  (5)  an 
Indian  tepee. 

12.  The  Lehigh  Arboretum  is  (1) 
an  honorary  engineering  society  (2) 
a World  War  memorial  (3)  a pre- 
medical society  (4)  a grove  of  trees 

(5)  a cabaret  in  Bethlehem. 

13.  One  of  the  following  is  the  hon- 
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Repair  and  Refinish  Your 
Fenders  Now! 

Bethlehem 

Auto 

Rebuilders 


Radiator  Repairs 


A perfect  job  from  “a  speck  or 
a wreck”  by  men  who  know 
how. 

210  Northampton  Ave. 
Tel.  4210 


BAtcke\  i 
BAead. 
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orary  pre-med  society  at  Lehigh:  (1) 
Phi  Eta  Sigma  (2)  Delta  Omicron 
Theta  (3)  Eta  Sigma  Phi  (4)  Alpha 
Epsilon  Delta  (5)  Omicron  Delta 
Kappa. 

14.  You’ll  have  to  go  to  the  Sup- 
ply Bureau  again  tomorrow  if  you 
reach  there  after  (1)  5:30  (2)  4:00 
(3)  6:00  (4)  5:00  (5)  4:30. 

15.  To  refresh  your  memory,  Mem- 
orial Walk  is  located  near  (1)  Christ- 
mas-Saucon  Hall  (2)  The  Alumni 
Building  (3)  Packard  Lab  (4)  Hill- 
to-Hill  bridge  (5)  the  Chem.  build- 
ing. 

16.  The  fraternity  house  nearest 
the  armory  is  (1)  Lambda  Chi  Alpha 

(2)  Phi  Delta  Theta  (3)  Delta  Tau 
Delta  (4)  Sigma  Nu  (5)  Sigma  Chi. 

17.  Quick!  the  cover  of  the  RE- 
VIEW is  colored  with  (1)  black 
letters  on  white  (2)  brown  on  white 

(3)  white  on  black  (4)  white  on 
brown  (5)  ultramarine  on  aqua- 
marine. 

18.  Fellows!  Need  a date?  There 
is  a date  bureau  at  (1)  Sigma  Chi 

(2)  Arcadia  (3)  Sigma  Nu  (4)  the 
infirmary  (5)  Theta  Xi. 

19.  Sub-freshman  day  occurs  in 
the  month  of  (1)  January  (2)  May 
13)  September  (4)  November  (5) 
December. 

20.  Dr.  Neil  Carothers  is  sponsored 
on  the  radio  by  (1)  Philadelphia 
Trust  Co.  (2)  Chase  National  Bank 

(3)  General  Foods  (4)  Pall  Mall  cig- 
arettes (5)  Wheaties. 

21.  The  number  of  instructors  at 
Lehigh  is  around  (1)  160  (2)  95  (3) 
75  (4)  200  (5)  125. 

22.  Choose  one  of  the  following: 
Mustard  and  Cheese  is  (1)  a fine 
sandwich  with  bread  (2)  a name  of 
a president  (3)  an  Arts  society  (4) 
antithesis  of  Brown  and  White  (5) 
a column  in  the  REVIEW.  (Fooled 
you  Huh?) 

23.  The  exact  number  of  fraterni- 
ties at  Lehigh  is  (1)  33  (2)  37  (3) 
24  (4)  29  (5)  41 

24.  Fraternity  Row  is  (1)  on  Packer 
Ave.  (2)  on  the  Campus  (3)  on 
Brodhead  Ave.  (4)  on  Delaware  Ave. 
(5)  a drill  formation. 

25.  The  song  sung  after  a Lehigh 
touchdown  is  (1)  Everybody  Takes 
his  Hat  off  to  Lehigh  (2)  Touchdown, 
We  Want  a Touchdown  (3)  Victory 
Song  (4)  Goblet  Song  (5)  Lohen- 
grin’s funeral  march. 

Answers  on  page  32. 


College  Theatre 

Eleanor  Powell  . . . Nelson  Eddy 

in 

“ROSALIE” 

Grace  Moore  . . . Melvyn  Douglass 
in 

“I  LL  TAKE  ROMANCE” 

Wallace  Berry  in 

‘Bad  Man  From  Brimstone’ 

Jimmy  Durante  . . . Three  Stooges 

in 

“Start  Cheering 

And  Others  to  Be  Announced 
Later 

A 

Estjuire’s  Rahbor  Robes 
For  Christmas 

RAY’S 

18  W.  Broad  Street 

Phone  3985  Open  Evenings 

7 

SKATING 

and 

SKIING 
EQUIPMENT 
Skates  Sharpened 

• 

Bethlehem 
Sporting  Goods 
Company 

Fourth  and  Broadway 

Phone  5512 
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SO  ’elp  me,  Decca  went  ahead 
and  answered  my  most  fer- 
vent prayer  — unconsciously,  of 
course.  After  ranting  about 
the  way  Bing  Crosby  and  Connie 
Boswell  wasted  their  better  talents 
on  sentimental  ballads.  I suddenly 
find  them  TOGETHER  (and  topping 
this  month’s  record  crop)  on 
Bob  White  and  Basin  Street  Blues. 
Through  the  medium  of  what 
is  about  the  best  of  the  current  pop- 
ular tunes  and  one  of  the  best  of 
the  old  timers,  these  two  vocalists  set 
about  having  a good  time  together 
and-the-hell-with-the-audience.  The 
good  humor,  as  well  as  the  good 
swing,  carries  right  over  the  record 
to  the  listener  and  everyone  enjoys 
himself  hugely. 

In  such  respects,  it  rivals  Bing’s 
I’m  An  Old  Cow  Hand  of  last  year. 
Even  the  previously  unheard  of  or- 
chestra of  John  Scott  Trotter  supplies 
a tasteful,  mildly  hot  background  and 
with  an  unidentified  trumpet  rides 
with  intonations  strikingly  like  Arm 
strong’s,  especially  on  Basin  Street. 
And  let’s  see  if  you  can  resist  trying 
to  imitate  the  “double-talk”  of  Bing 
and  Connie. 

As  mentioned  last  month,  Larry 
Clinton  who  wrote  and  arranged  most 
of  Glen  Gray’s  better  numbers  this 
year  has  gotten  together  his  own  or- 
chestra of  great  and  near  great  white 


By  Bill  Gottlieb , ’ 38 


musicians.  As  also  mentioned,  it’s 
resulted  in  a quite  brilliant  and  pre- 
cise Ambrose-like  machine,  lacking 
only  warmth  and  sincerity  of  feeling 
to  put  it  in  the  first  flight  of  modern 
bands.  Clinton  is  one  of  our  best  ar- 
rangers; and  his  men  seem  to  real- 
ize and  attempt  literal  interpretations 
of  his  work.  The  stiffness  is  broken 
through  only  when  a saxophone — 
probably  Babe  Rusin’s — breaks  into 
a free  solo.  Particularly  clever  are 
The  Campbells  Are  Swinging  (part 
of  that  cycle  of  revamped  Scotch  mel- 
odies, begun  by  Maxine  Sullivan’s 
Loch  Lommond)  and  Abba  Dabba. 
There’s  also  Swing  Lightly  and  I 
Cash  Clo’es;  True  Confession  and 
I’ve  Got  My  Heart  Set  On  You;  Mid- 
idght  In  The  Madhouse  and  Big 
Dipper,  all  Victor. 

As  if  to  prove  that  his  return  to 
the  production  of  first  rate  records 
(after  dropping  from  his  original 
peak)  was  no  mistake,  Jimmy  Lunce- 
ford  has  released  two  sides  that  are 
almost  completely  relaxed,  inventive, 
and  altogether  impressive:  Art  Kas- 
sel’s Hells  Bells  and  Put  On  Your 
Old  Grey  Bonnet  (Decca).  I’d  like 
to  see  them  out  on  the  field  with  the 
Lehigh  band  next  season  with  Old 
Grey  Bonnet  as  we  swing  out  with 
Silver  Goblet.  While  I’m  at  it,  I might 
as  well  ask  that  Eddie  Tompkins  get 
in  the  stands  and  contribute  his 
wicked  voice  to  the  Cause. 

A high  note  for  local  “Red  Seal” 
fans,  especially  in  this  center  of  Bach 
music,  is  a Victor  album  of  the  mas- 
ter’s less  known  compositions  as  in- 
terpreted by  Leopold  Stokowski  and 
the  Philadelphia  orchestra.  The  set 
includes  Passacaglia  In  C Minor,  My 
Soul  Is  Athirst,  My  Jesus  In  Geth- 
semane,  Chorale  From  Easter  Can- 
tata, Sarabande  and  Aria  (Air  for 
the  G string).  Most  of  these  pieces 
were  not  originally  intended  by  Bach 
as  orchestral  works  but  as  organ  and 
violin  solos  and  the  like.  With  per- 

OZZIE  — ELLA— 

“Generally  “Pleasant 

Satisfying  ...”  Dreams  . . . ” 


feet  taste,  Stokowski  amplified  the 
compositions  to  accommodate  and 
take  advantage  of  a full  orchestra 
— a difficult  task  which  the  conductor 
executes  without  losing  any  of  the 
mood  created  by  the  originals. 

BRIEFS 

OZZIE  NELSON  (Bluebird)  You 
Have  Everything  and  I See  Your  Face 
Before  Me;  Sweet  Someone  and  1 
Want  To  Be  In  Winchell’s  Column; 
Once  In  A While;  Queen  Isabella; 
Goblin  Band  and  Subway.  One  of  the 
most  pleasant  and  generally  satisfy- 
ing dance  orchestras  is  this  Nelson 
unit  that  can  hold  its  own  with  the 
sweet  stuff,  swing  or  novelty.  Al- 
though I miss  Harriet  Hilliard’s  sing- 
ing, these  records  are  still  up  to  par. 
Goblin  Band  and  Subway  (the  first 
by  Gene  Gifford  who  wrote  Casa 
Loma  Stomp  and  the  second  by  Ozzie, 
himself)  are  superior  instrumental 
pieces  that  feature  some  good  licks 
by  the  several  Nelson  men.  An  inter- 


December,  1937 


5 


RAU  and  ARNOLD 

Tailors  ....  Men’s  Wear 
Fourth  and  Vine  Streets 


*\5 

FORD 

SALES  and  SERVICE 


Ungerleider 
Motor  Co. 

1029  Linden  Street 


Compliments 
of . . . 

ROMEO 

J. 

LUCENTE 
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of 
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Spaghetti 

Sauce 

306  BRODHEAD 

Phone  4934 


esting  baritone  sax  spits  out  a good 
backing  throughout  the  Gifford  num- 
ber. 

CHICK  WEBB  (Decca)  In  A Little 
Spanish  Town  and  I Ain’t  Got  No- 
body; Just  A Simple  Melody  and 
Holiday  In  Harlem.  A new  Webb 
sextette  takes  over  the  first  two  sides 
and  feature  a flute  by  Wayman  Car- 
ver that  simply  does  not  fit  in  a 
swing  band.  Or  maybe  it  takes  time 
to  get  accusomed  to  it.  My  Queen, 
Ella  Fitzgerald  lulls  me  into  pleasant 
dreams,  as  always,  with  vocals  on  the 
other  platter. 

BENNY  GOODMAN  (Victor) 
Handful  Of  Keys  and  Vieni , Vieni 
(quartette) ; I’ve  Hitched  My  Wagon 
To  A Star  and  Let  That  Be  A Lesson 
To  You;  Silhouetted  in  the  Moonlight 
(trio)  and  Can’t  Teach  My  Old  Heart 


New  Tricks.  After  hearing  Rudy 
Vallee  sing  it,  I never  could  quite 
stomach  Vieni,  Vieni  until  the  quar- 
tette sneaked  up  on  it  with  a new, 
exciting  approach.  There’s  something 
ever  new  and  fresh  and  spontaneous 
about  this  chamber  group,  particular- 
ly the  vibraphone  with  its  peculiar, 
sketchy  treatment.  The  big  band, 
however,  continues  to  issue  discs 
monotonously  like  every  other  one 
before  it.  It  was  sacrilege,  too,  to  let 
Martha  Tilton  sing  with  the  immortal 
trio. 

LOUIS  ARMSTRONG  AND  THE 
MILLS  BROTHERS  (Decca)  In  The 
Shade  Of  The  Old  Apple  Tree  and 
Since  We  Fell  Out  Of  Love.  Certain 
to  go  down  in  the  history  of  jazz  is 
this  combination’s  recent  series.  The 
aforementioned  Rudy  Vallee  (such 


Latest  Releases 
On  V ictor  Records 

25717  . . . 

Loch  Lomond 
Camel  Hop 

Benny  Goodman  and  His  Orchestra 
25716  . . . 

I’ll  See  You  in  My  Dreams 
Summertime 

Guy  Lombardo  and  His  Ochestra 

25718  . . . 

I'll  Be  in  Dutch  With  the  Duchess 
Powerhouse 

Hal  Kemp  and  His  Orchestra 

25715  . . . 

This  Never  Happened  Before 
Let's  Give  Love  Another  Chance 

Leo  Reisman  and  His  Orchestra 

25719  . . . 

Who's  Sorry  Now 
What’s  the  Use 

Emilio  Caceres  Trio 
COME  IN  AND  LISTEN  TO  OUR  RECORDS 

Phillips’ 
Music  Store 

24  East  Third  Street 

Phone  2500 
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DAIRY 

CHARLES  F.  SUTER,  Prop. 

1437  Lorain  Street 

Phone  2627 

Pasteurized  T.  B. 
Tested  Milk 
Weyhill  Farms 
Certified  Milk 

Wholesale  and  Retail 
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Illustrations  by  Joe  Boyle  ’38 


OLLEGE  life  presents  its  crit- 

Cical  problems  and  thus  trains 
the  undergraduates’  minds  to 
make  great  decisions. 

Now  take,  for  example  the  job  of 
picking  a picture  for  your  college 
year  book  . . . 

The  rigors  of  having  the  picture 
taken  are  over  . . . the  appointment 
. . . the  nervous  entrance  to  the  stud- 
io ..  . wishing  the  photographer 
would  look  the  other  way  so  you 
could  sneak  in  a few  combings  of 
your  hair  . . . licking  your  tongue 
because  you  read  once  that  it  eases 
the  tension  (if  you  don’t  think  there’s 
tension,  it’s  worth  mentioning  that 
only  this  month,  one  of  the  seniors 
begged  McCaa  to  let  him  walk  about 
a bit  before  continuing  or  he’d  faint) . 

Finally  the  proofs — six  of  them — on 
unnatural  brown  paper.  What’s  to 


do?  Here’s  one  with  the  semblance 
of  a smile.  Yes,  one  must  be  seen 
smiling.  That’ll  look  good  to  the  girls 
you  show  the  Epitome  to.  But  what 
about  your  children  fifteen  years 
from  now.  Will  they  like  to  look 
through  the  book  and  see  their  father 
as  a leering  idiot.  No!  Maybe  that 
one  on  the  right  will  be  better.  That 
stern,  dignified,  rugged  look  with  the 
square  jaw. 

Of  course,  you  can’t  forget  the  job 
you’re  looking  for.  All  interviewers 
ask  for  a photo  of  candidates  for  the 
jobs  offered.  They  get  your  Epitome 
shot.  Now  let’s  see.  Well,  here’s  one 
over  here.  It  has  that  “Onward,  Ever 
Onward  Young  America!”  look  about 
it.  Just  the  thing. 

But  how  about  something  more 
pleasant  and  natural?  Sort  of  a com- 
promise. 


Let’s  see.  Maybe  I ought  to  ask 
someone.  After  all,  too  many  cooks 
spoil  the  broth.  No,  that’s  not  it.  Two 
heads  are  better  than  one.  Hey,  Jim. 
Which  one  do  you  like  best?  . . . Now 
stop  laughing,  will  you.  Which  one? 
The  one  on  the  right,  eh.  What  about 
you,  Frank.  Oh,  you  like  the  one  on 
the  left  best  . . . And  you  take  the 
middle.  Now  let’s  see.  By  now  the 
concensus  is  three  votes  for  this,  four 
for  this  and  four  for  that.  And  none 
for  the  three  I picked.  Phooey,  I 
stick  with  my  first  choice,  leer  or 
no  leer  .... 

Hey,  McCaa.  Order  me  a dozen  of 
these. 

McCaa  picks  up  all  six  without 
listening  and  puts  them  under  a 
light.  “Now  how  about  this  one  here. 
Nice  and  dignified  and  every- 
thing . . .” 
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PASTE  BUCKETS 
AND 

CANE  RUSHES 

Life  in  the  Days  When  Men  Really  WERE  Men 


// 


F this  means  hazing  I’m  not 
with  you.  There’s  not  enough 
1 men  here  to  haze  me  but  there’s 
enough  to  thrash  me.  and  I’d 
rather  be  thrashed  than  hazed.  I give 
you  fair  warning,  keep  off.  I tell 
you  I’ll  strike  the  first  man,  the 
first  one,  that  touches  me.”  These 
were  the  words  of  our  famous  jour- 
nalist, Richard  Harding  Davis  ’86. 


That’s  a belligerent  attitude  to  take 
especially  when  you’re  outnumbered 
twelve  to  one.  But  that  was  in  Le- 
high’s stormy  days  before  the  turn 
of  the  century  when  Frosh  were 
Frosh  and  lost  blood  for  the  privilege. 

It  was  then  the  custom  that  in 
leaving  Chapel  the  classes  marched 
out  in  order  of  their  seniority.  The 
Freshmen  remained  seated  until  the 
last  Sophomore  had  dallied  his  way 
out  of  the  building.  On  one  historic 
morning  sad,  little  Bobbie  Billinger 
sidled  out  of  the  building,  pants 
rolled  up  to  his  knees,  dink  on  up- 
side down,  and  shirt  inside  out.  He 
paused  on  the  Chapel  steps  and  mourn- 
fully eyed  the  double  line  of  Sophs 
waiting  there  for  him,  armed  with 
the  appropriate  woodwork.  Then  with 
a last  prayer  still  on  his  lips  he 
spurted  through  the  gauntlet,  trying 
to  escape  with  as  little  damage  as 
possible.  This  was  only  twenty  years 
ago. 


The  really  classic  battle  of  that 
era  was  a fair  indication  of  organized 
hostilities.  The  Sophomores,  in  a 
burst  of  enthusiasm,  kidnapped  the 
president  of  the  Freshman  class  and 
held  him  captive  in  the  Hotel  Allen. 
The  Frosh  rose  up  in  arms,  marched 
en  masse  to  the  innocent  Hotel  Allen, 
and  with  shots  that  counted,  stormed 
the  fort  with  a deadly  barrage  of 
well  ripened  eggs.  For  some  reason 
the  management  took  offense,  but 
the  Freshman  class  vowed  they  would 
not  desist  until  their  prexy  was  re- 
turned to  them  unharmed.  Despite 


severe  financial  embarrassment  to 
both  sides,  the  strategy  was  entirely 
successful. 

Many  of  the  annual  Soph-Frosh 
events  were  a good  deal  more  gory 
than  the  few  mentioned  here.  There 
was  the  Cane  rush  sometime  in  Oct- 
ober when  the  invading  second  year 
men  tried  to  wrest  from  the  Fresh- 
man class  their  precious  and  sym- 
bolic cane.  Another  yearly  event  was 
the  gala  picture  rush.  (This  sounds 
ludicrous  today  in  view  of  the  pres- 
ent difficulties  connected  with  class 
photos).  In  this  free-style  event,  it 
was  the  sacred  duty  of  one  class  to 
prevent  the  other  from  making  the 
Epitome.  Always,  however,  hovering 
in  the  background,  were  the  Juniors 
and  the  Seniors  ready  to  put  a re- 
stricting hand  on  the  contests. 

Quite  recently,  there  came  into  my 
hands  a letter  that  my  father  wrote 
to  his  folks  when  he  was  a freshman 
at  Lehigh  in  1905.  It  gives  a picture 
of  undergraduate  life  quite  unlike 
the  present  one  in  which  movements 
are  under  way  to  restrict  even  the 
limited  freshman  obligations  now  ex- 
isting: 

Saturday  Night, 

September  23,  1905. 

Dear  Folks, 

This  has  been  a very  busy  week  and 
I have  had  lots  of  experiences,  but 
at  last  I have  found  time  to  write 
you  all  a longer  letter. 

After  staying  two  days  at  the 
Broadway  House,  I settled  at  534 
Chestnut  Street,  South  Bethlehem. 
Don’t  forget  the  “South”  because 
there  is  another  and  larger  city  here 
which  has  the  same  name,  and  that 
is  why  your  other  two  letters  did  not 
reach  me  until  yesterday.  The  place 
where  I am  stopping  is  very  satisfac- 
tory. I pay  S6.00  a month.  (I  was  un- 
able to  get  the  room  which  I told  you 
I liked,  and  am  lucky  to  get  this  one.) 
It  is  one  square  from  the  campus,  a 
third  story  front  attic  room,  very 
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large,  with  three  windows.  Being  a 
top  room,  the  ceiling  is  not  very 
high,  and  there  are  two  bad  alcoves 
on  account  of  the  sloping  roof.  The 
room  is  so  large  that  there  is  only  one 
objection  and  that  is,  it  is  on  the 
third  floor.  I suppose  that  after  I get 
used  to  climbing  hills  it  won’t  matter 
much. 

I am  sending  Leonie  a Freshman 
Bible  with  a map  in  it,  and  have 
marked  the  grove  and  the  places 
where  I eat  and  sleep. 

Everything  is  O.  K.  I have  an  en- 
tire new’  set  of  mahogany  furniture. 
Mrs.  Rogers,  the  landlady,  used  to 
keep  a furniture  store,  and  every 
other  day  she  brings  me  a new  piece 
of  furniture,  the  latest  addition  being 
a tow  el  rack  with  a looking  glass.  Be- 
sides this,  I have  a dressing  table, 
bureau,  wash-stand  (which  I use 
when  I am  late,  but  we  have  a bath 
room  on  the  second  floor  w'ith  hot  and 
cold  water),  four  chairs,  bed  and 
writing  table.  Usually  students  fur- 
nish their  own  tables,  but  she  gave 
me  a table.  She  also  contributed  a 
wall  bracket  which  holds  room  slip- 
pers. 

I board  on  the  next  block  at  452 
Chestnut  Street.  It  is  an  eating  club 
called  “The  Wayfarer's  Inn.”  Three 
dollars  a week.  The  food  has  been  all 
right  so  far.  When  I come  home  I 
am  going  to  get  a cheap  tapestry  so 
that  I can  fix  up  this  room  to  make 
a fine  study  and  bedroom.  I bought 
a lamp  second  hand  for  $1.75  which 
costs  about  $4.00  new’.  Students  don’t 
use  gas  here  at  all. 

I have  bought  some  of  my  books 
second  hand  and  some  at  the  stu- 
dents’ Supply  Bureau.  Leonie,  write 
me  how  much  you  put  in  my  pocket 
book  last  Sunday  and  also  if  you 
know  how  much  money  was  there 
already.  I will  give  an  account  of 
what  I have  spent  in  my  next  letter, 
but  first  I will  have  to  know  just 
how  much  I had.  I am  also  trying  to 
get  some  typewriting  work  here  and 
I think  I will  be  successful. 

As  I thought,  the  hazing  has  be- 
gun, and  I have  had  adventures  to 
beat  the  band.  You  know’  in  college 
the  fourth  year  class  is  the  boss,  and 
so  on  down  until  you  get  to  the 
bossed.  This  year  we  (’09)  are  at  the 
bottom  and  our  turn  comes  later  on. 
For  example,  the  seniors  leave 
Chapel  and  assemblies  first,  and  the 
juniors  must  remain  seated  until 
they  are  all  out  and  so  on  down  the 
line.  By  the  way,  there  is  Chapel  ser- 
vice every  morning  at  7:45  and  you 
must  be  there  on  time.  Freshmen 


must  enter  by  the  side  door,  and  if 
they  want  to  get  killed,  by  the  front 
door. 

My  alarm  clock  rings  every  morn- 
ing now  at  six.  First  recitation  is  at 
eight  and  the  last  ends  at  five.  Of 
course,  all  this  time  is  not  filled  up 
completely.  For  example,  I work  on 
Thursday  from  eight  to  eleven,  and 
go  home  or  any  place  I choose.  I go 
back  to  classes  at  two  and  stay  ’till 
four  or  five.  Some  days  I am  through 
at  eleven  and  twelve.  Saturday  and 
Wednesdays  are  half  days,  every- 
thing ending  at  noon. 

Well,  to  take  up  again  the  terrible 
rivalry  of  the  freshmen  and  sopho- 


mores. There  are  certain  laws  which 
the  sophs  lay  down  and  which  we  are 
(supposed?)  to  follow.  Luckily  I was 
told  of  the  cap  law’  by  the  boys  I 
know  here,  but  unluckily  I w’alked 
alone  to  the  post  office  after  dark.  I 
was  waylaid  by  a bunch  of  sophs,  but 
succeeded  in  escaping  to  my  hotel. 
They  followed  me  into  the  lobby  and 
there  was  an  awful  struggle,  involv- 
ing landlord,  chairs,  and  tables,  until 
it  seemed  all  the  furniture  would  be 


destroyed.  The  landlord  raised  such  a 
holler  that  I thought  everybody  was 
going  to  be  pinched.  I found  out  af- 
terward that  the  town  has  six  cops 
and  one  constable,  but  I have  been  in 
a lot  of  rough  houses  and  have  yet 
to  see  a cop.  Cops  and  everybody  else 
here  get  out  of  the  way  when  a gang 
of  students  get  together.  To  avoid  the 
damage,  I said  I would  go  along  with 
them.  They  took  me  to  a fraternity 
house  where  they  had  some  other 
captives.  While  we  were  waiting  for 
some  more  freshmen  to  arrive,  we 
had  a right  good  time.  The  room  in 
this  house  was  certainly  fixed  up 
nicely.  The  only  good  thing  about 


1 

this  hazing  is  that  through  it  I have 
learned  to  know’  a lot  of  fellow’s,  both 
sophs  and  freshmen. 

After  a while  they  succeeded  in 
rounding  up  thirteen  more  freshmen. 
Then  they  rolled  up  our  pants  to  our 
knees  and  made  us  put  our  coats  on 
inside  out.  They  tied  us  arm  and  arm 
and  made  us  walk  lockstep  to  a place 
called  the  Brighton,  where  they  play 
pool  and  drink  beer.  They  took  us 
continued  on  pnge  twenty 
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ARCTIC  TRADES,  INC. 

J.  S.  Clauspont  Muscles  in  on  the 
Nicholas  Gift  Racket 

Howard  J.  Lewis,  ’40 


I brushed  past  three  resisting  sec- 
retaries and  one  tough  little  office 
boy  and  finally  cornered  that  finan- 
cial tycoon  of  the  North  Pole,  J. 
Santa  Clauspont,  in  his  private  office. 
“Well,”  I said,  “Santa,  old  boy,  what’s 
new?” 

I had  at  last  tracked  him  down  to 
his  lair.  There  he  sat,  up  to  his  neck 
in  statistics  and  stock  market  re- 
ports and  looking  not  a little  nettled. 
His  beard  was  cut  to  a neat  Van 
Dyck  and  his  athletic  body  (through 
the  courtesy  of  McGovern’s  Gym) 
was  clothed  in  H.  S.  and  Marx’s  lat- 
est in  a grey  pin  stripe. 

“What  do  you  mean  what’s  new?” 
he  exploded.  “A  baby  born  every 
sixteen  seconds  and  you  ask  me 
what’s  new!  That’s  the  trouble  with 
these  school-of-journalism  reporters; 
they  see  everything  except  what’s  in 
front  of  them.  They  look  around  in 
ah  sorts  of  outlandish  places  for 
“human  interest  stories”  when  news 
is  popping  like  popcorn  in  Hell!” 
The  old  boy  was  in  a testy  humor 
today.  (I  found  out  later  that  there 
had  been  a strike  in  his  baseball 
factory  but  since  this  had  been  the 
third  in  a row,  he  threw  them  all 
out.)  I got  right  back  at  him.  “What’s 
the  matter,  Pop,  did  Mrs.  C.  take 
you  over  the  coals  this  morning?” 
This  time  he  reddened  a bit  and 
made  a crude  attempt  to  hide  his 
manicured  nails  under  a polar-bear 
paper  weight.  “Well,  we  did  have  a 
little  trouble.  She  thinks  just  because 
I make  mink  coats  for  chorus  girls, 
I can  afford  to  give  one  to  her.  She 
says  if  she  doesn’t  get  a Christmas 
present  this  year,  she’s  going  home 
to  her  mother  in  Little  Rock.” 

My  words  had  taken  their  effect. 
No  longer  blustering  and  ill-humored. 


he  was  thinking  now  of  his  dear 
wife  whom  he  tried  so  hard  to  make 
happy.  “I  just  can’t  make  ends  meet 
any  more.  Just  because  my  utility 
stocks  are  going  up,  she  thinks  we 
can  afford  things  like  the  Saint 
Nicholases.  She  forgets  that  he  has 
the  stocking  filling  concession  this 
year,  and  I have  all  I can  do  to 
drum  up  what  business  there  is  in 
the  apartment  houses  and  you  know 
what  they’re  like.  All  those  New 
Yorkers  want  for  Christmas  is  a 
silk  stocking  that’s  already  filled  and 
you  can  quote  me  on  that!  Now  she 
knows  all  that  and  what  difference 
does  it  make?  She  wants  two  new 
sets  of  reindeer  with  twelve  points 
instead  of  ten,  and  that  damned  mink 
coat  after  I spent  a whole  year’s 
profits  putting  in  oil  heat.  I just  can’t 
see  my  way  clear,  that’s  all.”  He 
began  to  sniffle  a little,  so  I felt  sorry 
and  started  on  another  subject. 

“Look  here,  J.  S.,”  I said,  “what’s 
this  I hear  about  your  trying  to  build 
up  your  output?  They  tell  me  you’re 
going  to  run  St.  Nicholas  and  his 
boys  right  out  of  the  gift  racket. 
Are  you  going  to  reorganize  your 
whole  layout?” 

He  brightened  immediately,  “Well, 
I wouldn’t  put  in  just  those  terms, 
heh!  heh!.  but  I believe  in  putting 


up  a good,  stiff  competition  and  if 
Nick  can’t  take  it,  it’s  his  lookout, 
that’s  all.” 

He  looked  me  over  for  a second, 
thoughtfully,  and  then  said,  “Look, 
I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  I’ll  take 
you  around  the  plant  and  give  you 
the  dope,  but  I don’t  want  you  to 
print  it,  especially  not  on  the  first 
page  of  the  second  section  with  a big 
picture  of  me  and  a picture  of  my 
offices  and  plant.” 

“You  know  me,  J.  S.,  anything  you 
say,  “and  winked  at  him.  “Anytime 
you’re  ready.” 

We  climbed  into  a waiting  sleigh 
and  were  driven  off.  Santa,  as  his 
best  friends  call  him,  became  very 
much  warmed  up  to  his  subject.  “For 
a long  time  we  were  just  scraping 
along,”  he  remarked,  “so  I hired  a 
couple  of  economists,  and  they  cer- 
tainly straightened  me  out,  I think. 
They  showed  me  some  funny-looking 
wavy  lines  and  said  that  they  proved 
I was  giving  too  many  gifts.  People 
didn’t  appreciate  my  work  any  more, 
and  they  said  if  I snowed  under 
every  third  gift  my  presents  would 
be  worth  more  and  I could  operate 
on  a profit  and  pay  my  employees 
more  money.  I said,  ‘What  about  the 
poor  people?’  and  they  showed  me 
some  more  wavy  lines  and  said,  ‘Your 
employees  will  spend  more  money 
and  bring  back  recovery  and  they’ll 
be  able  to  pay  the  higher  prices  for 
your  product!” 

The  sleigh  whisked  over  the  slick 
snow  and  pulled  up  to  a stop  before 
the  transportation  building.  “This  is 
one  division  I’m  proud  of.  Here  is 
the  finest  set  of  reindeer  within  two 
hundred  miles  of  the  North  Pole. 
And  what  a bunch  of  drivers!  Last 
year  my  drivers  had  a little  trouble 
with  some  of  Saint  Nick’s  outfits. 
That  Cincinnati  sector  is  all  mine 
and  once  in  a while  we  find  some  of 
Nick’s  boys  over  there.  This  year  I’ve 
got  one  of  the  toughest  bunch  of 
mugs  you’ve  ever  laid  your  pretty 
eyes  on,  if  you’ll  pardon  the  lan- 
guage. I got  most  of  them  from  the 
continued  on  page  twenty-six 
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BUENA  VISTA: 


A VOLUNTEER  AT  THE  SPANISH  FRONT 


Illustrated  by  Slats  Bernard 


Looking  from  this  window 
From  this  free  hill 
I see 

The  ravaged  plains  of  Andalucia. 

The  smoke  of  destruction  billows  highw^ 

The  huddled  town  so  sharp  jyid-whitjB-^^^ 

At  night,  the  convoys  of  the  enemy,  DrighL-_ 
A tower,  thin  and  old  — a machine  ~gurr  nestr 


se  aheg 

__  v A 

zi 7__^krto  ou/  cities  oppressed 

mg^-homes  closed  in  terror  with  the  dark. 
Thg^ Civil  Guard  walks  the  night. 

Their  barracks,  and  the  journey  to  Sevilla 
'which  fiorre^return. 

_Lnto  our-  plains-dgygured 


— PasLrthe  Falange_  im  .Italian  trucks 


I hear 

The  crack  of  rifles,  the  sullen  rumble  ml 
The  chatter  of  the  farmer  children 
The  hum  of  our  trucks  moving  up 
The  crazy  laughter  of  a Spanish  mul 
The  whole  of  Spain  living  — struggling  — thefi 
The  drone  of  black  planes  — 

High! 


Mausers,  Krupp  cannon  and  the  scum  of  Spanish  sewers 


avers  back 


By 

WILLIAM  ALTO  . . . 

volunteer  member  of  the  Abraham  Lincoln  Brigade,  International  col- 
umn. Alto,  a 21-year-old  New  York  journalists,  is  at  present  fighting  in 
the  Spanish  War  on  the  government  side.  He  was  one  of  the  first  Amer- 
icans to  volunteer,  believes  that  the  defeat  of  fascism  is  the  duty  of  his 
generation.  At  the  request  of  a staff  member,  he  wrote  this  poem  espe- 
cially for  the  REVIEW.  The  exchange  of  letters  took  over  two  months. 
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HERE  it  was.  Beautiful. 

Tit  had  a cast  chromium 
case,  a built-in  exposure  meter 
calibrated  to  the  thousandth 
of  a candlepower,  a fast  f.  1.2  lens 
which  was  later  to  prove  its  mettle 
when  I photographed  a negro  shov- 
eling coal  in  a dark  cellar  at  mid- 
night, a gold  leaf  focal  plane  shutter 


between  the  toes  of  my  left  foot,  and 
secretively  drew  the  long  cable  re- 
lease up  under  my  bib. 

I had  recently  been  seriously  per- 
turbed by  adverse  critical  comment 
relative  to  my  one  man  shows  at  the 
Metropolitan.  The  critics  had  accused 
me  of  being  too  literal,  a wire-sharp 
realist.  Now,  I thought,  now  I would 


never  looked  quite  so  charming. 
There  was  no  getting  away  from  it. 
the  work  was  a masterpiece.  I sent 
a print  to  each  of  the  better  salons 
and  highbrow  publications.  None 
were  refused,  a sufficient  commen- 
tary upon  the  superlativity  of  my 
work.  Here  was  art  in  its  finest 
flower.  My  “Mother  and  Child”  was 


f.  1.2 

STORY  OF  THE 
CANDID  KID 

as  told  to 

Louis  Stoumen  ’39 


traveling  in  stroboscopic  speeds  to 
1/39,000  of  a second,  and  a built  in 
kitchen  sink  for  washing  film.  There 
it  was.  And  it  was  mine. 

I reached  out  for  it  between  the 
slats  of  my  cradle,  and  when  daddy 
gave  it  to  me  I cooed  approval.  Later, 
when  FORTUNE  magazine  had  begun 
to  use  my  color  prints  and  after  I 
had  learned  to  talk,  I was  allowed 
to  use  some  of  the  1,936  accessories 
which  came  with  it,  including  the 
gadget  which  automatically  coated 
fresh  celluloid  with  39  degrees 
Scheiner  emulsion  as  the  frame  was 
being  exposed,  and  the  tiny  elamped- 
on  affair  which  developed  and  fixed 
the  film  and  produced  a 16  by  20 
glossy  print  in  three  minutes. 

But  all  this  came  later.  During  the 
early  period  of  which  I write  I was 
somewhat  handicapped  by  being  un- 
able either  to  walk  or  talk,  but  I ■ 
managed  to  convey  my  wishes  to 
father  by  gestures,  and  he  pick-a- 
backed  me  around  the  house  while 
I made  family  portraits,  potted  flower 
stills,  and  photomicrographs  of  the 
dandruff  on  the  back  of  father’s 
head. 

But  I really  owe  my  success  to 
mother.  Certainly  my  first  real  break 
into  the  photo  field  was  due  her.  It 
was  on  a happy  spring  afternoon 
while  she  was  nursing  me  that  the 
idea  came.  Quickly,  for  I very  early 
realized  that  photographic  genius  lay 
in  the  rapid  integration  of  concept 
and  action,  I removed  my  beautiful 
chromium  mini  from  my  ear  where 
I kept  it  hidden,  grasped  it  firmly 


show  them.  For  I saw  an  opportunity 
for  a pictorial  masterpiece,  a truly 
great  “Mother  and  Child”  compos- 
ition. Those  Slovakian  soft  focus  pic- 
torialists  should  have  nothing  over 
me. 

With  the  big  toe  of  my  free  right 
foot  I threw  in  the  soft  focus  clutch 
on  the  camera,  started  the  automatic 
focusing  mechanism,  depressed  the 
“pictorial  masterpiece”  button,  actu- 
ated the  emulsion  coating  apparatus, 
and  was  ready  to  shoot.  I glanced 
at  mother’s  face.  The  back  lighting 
was  perfect,  and  her  hair  shone  about 
her  head  like  a halo.  But  her  face 
was  sad.  With  a soulful  glance  of  my 
baby  blue  eyes  I implored  her  to 
look  at  an  imaginary  birdie  clasped 
in  my  free  hand.  She  looked,  smiled 
sweetly,  and  I released  the  shutter. 
That  day  the  world  saw  the  birth 
of  art. 

I had  pre-set  the  camera  for  16  by 
20  platinum  prints,  so  by  the  time 
I had  finished  nursing,  several  prints 
were  ready.  Exquisite!  Mother  had 


hung  in  all  the  better  salons  from 
Australia  to  Paris;  MOTHERS’  MAG- 
AZINE used  it  in  seven  color  process 
for  their  May  cover,  it  was  awarded 
the  coveted  gold-plated  squeegee  of 
the  Royal  Photographic  Society,  I 
was  knighted  for  it  by  the  Maharajah 
of  Indore,  and  it  brought  me  several 
offers  of  photographic  editorships 
which  I had  to  decline  because  I was 
not  yet  able  to  button  my  panties. 
Yes,  I owe  my  success,  at  least  at 
first,  to  mother. 

Although  I never  wholly  discarded 
my  original  minicam  and  occasion- 
ally use  it  even  today  for  sentimental 
reasons,  I soon  went  on  to  more  ad- 
vanced equipment  — faster  lenses, 
faster  shutters,  grainless  films  with- 
out emulsion,  more  gadgets.  The  out- 
fit which  I now  use  is  a patented  one 
of  my  own  invention,  having  the  un- 
ique feature  that  it  can  be  used 
without  the  employment  of  hands  or 
feet  and  without  the  use  of  a camera. 

I will  explain  the  principle  briefly. 

continued  on  page  twenty-nin* 
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PEOPLE  crossed  the  broad  cob- 
ble-stoned street  in  little  drop- 
lets of  one  or  two,  all  hurry- 
ing, all  moving  toward  the 
ferry  house.  The  droplets  converged 
and  ran  together  through  the  turn- 
stiles, up  the  stairs,  and  across  the 
twin  drawbridges  on  to  the  dark  red 
ferry.  The  ferry  house  smelled  of 
damp  and  rotten  wood,  but  the  ferry 
had  the  odor  of  thick  paint  that  a 
wooden  ship  always  carries  with  it. 

The  boat  was  immobile,  held  tight- 
ly against  its  moorings,  but  little 
waves  slapped  softly  back  and  forth 
between  its  side  and  the  heavy  planks 
of  the  slip.  In  the  corner  of  the  bow, 
on  the  upper  deck,  a man  and  a wom- 
an were  leaning  against  the  rail.  He 
was  watching  the  lights  on  the  op- 
posite shore  and  she  was  watching 
those  little  waves  as  they  threw  the 
harbor  filth  against  the  planks.  They 
stood  alone,  outside  the  warm,  yel- 
low-lighted world  of  commuters 
reading  their  papers  in  the  big  cabin. 

Bells  jangled  briefly,  the  whole 
ferry  shook  as  the  engines  were 
started,  and  the  boat  moved  slowly 
out  into  the  stream.  Across  the  river 
Colgate’s  clock  bragged  about  the 
time  in  numbers  six  feet  high.  Be- 
hind the  low  grey  line  of  waterfront 
warehouses,  the  lights  of  Jersey  City 
were  spread  without  pattern  up  the 
hill.  Neon  signs  glowed  blue  and  red. 

The  ferry  met  the  cold  river  wind 
as  it  turned  up  river.  Choppy  waves 
broke  off  their  tops  against  the  boat’s 
blunt  bow  and  spread  a salt  spray  in 
the  air. 

“Cold?”  he  said  to  her  and  he 
moved  closer  and  reached  an  arm 
around  her  shoulders. 

“No”,  she  answered,  but  she 
crouched  against  him.  His  coat  was 
worn  at  collar  and  cuff.  Her  shoes 
were  cheap  and  cracked. 

The  half  light  of  dusk  was  gone 
and  it  was  night.  A single  tug,  lashed 
alongside  a three  barge  tow,  moved 
gruntlingly  beside  the  ferry.  The  tall 
uptown  office  buildings  were  lit  with 
random  square  white  patches. 

“Pretty,”  he  said,  looking  at  the 
strange  composition  of  white  light 
against  soft  black. 

“Umm,”  she  nodded,  still  watching 
the  heavy  movement  of  the  dirty 
harbor  water  beside  the  boat.  The 
ferry’s  lights  made  a broad  yellow 
spot  on  the  water  and  beyond  that 
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was  moving  darkness.  The  haze  above 
the  Jersey  factories  masked  the  low- 
est of  the  stars  but  over  head  the 
sky  was  specked  with  cold  white  pin 
holes.  A ferry  hooted  dismally,  twice. 

Another  tug,  alone  but  bustling 
about  its  business,  passed  astern  of 
them.  Two  points  of  light,  white 
above  red,  drifted  downstream  on  the 
black  surface  of  the  river.  The  ferry 
turned  slightly  and  started  toward 
the  Jersey  shore.  A three  island  cargo 
vessel,  her  sheer  black  sides  rising 
high  above  them,  moved  determined- 
ly across  the  ferry’s  bow. 

“Siboney.”  He  read  the  gilt  letters 
on  her  bow.  A handful  of  passengers 
leaned  over  her  white  rail  and  looked 
down  at  the  ridiculous  snub-nosed 
ferry. 


“Where  does  it  go?”  she  asked  him. 
looking  up  at  lighted  portholes  and 
palely  gleaming  superstructure. 

“South,”  he  said,  “Havana.  Car- 
ries mail  and  a few  passengers.” 

Under  the  ship’s  counter  there  was 
a round  boil  where  the  propeller 
turned.  The  ferry  passed  through  the 
rolling  slick  that  followed  the  ship. 

Suddenly,  without  reason,  she  was 
crying,  quietly  at  first,  and  then  with 
great  tearing  sobs. 

“Stop,”  he  said,  “you  mustn’t.”  He 
put  both  arms  around  her  and  held 
her  against  him.  She  shook  with  the 
sudden  gasps  that  follow  tears. 
“Don’t,”  he  said  and  squeezed  her 
arms.  “Don’t.” 

“South,”  she  said,  “Havana.”  She 
was  whispering.  Her  face  was 
streaked  and  her  eyes  were  red- 
rimmed.  “Not  for  us,”  she  said,  and 
she  shook  her  head  watching  the 
Siboney’s  lights  go  toward  the  sea. 

“Someday,”  he  said,  patting  her, 
“someday.” 

“Yes,  of  course,”  she  said  in  a flat 
tone,  “someday.” 

She  wiped  her  face  and  her  nose. 
The  Jersey  lights  became  more  dis- 
tinct. The  salt  and  fish  smell  of  mid- 
river changed  to  the  dirt  and  smoke 
smell  of  shore.  The  slip  was  just 
ahead. 

“It’s  so  hard,”  she  said,  “scrimp- 
ing, and  the  dirt,  and  the  flat,  and 
being  pregnant,  and  everything.” 

He  didn’t  speak.  The  ferry  was 
entering  the  slip.  The  current  swung 
it  and  it  struck  against  the  creo- 
soted  planks  with  a creaking  crash. 
They  staggered  against  the  rail  as 
the  ferry  swung  back  and  then  moved 
in  to  its  moorings. 

“And  it  would  be  so  easy,”  she 
went  on,  looking  down  at  where  the 
side  of  the  boat  was  tearing  off  long 
splinters  from  the  slip.  “Just  a little 
jump  over  the  rail,  and  that  would 
be  all.”  She  stared  at  the  narrowing 
strip  of  grey  water  beside  the  ferry. 

“No,”  he  said.  “You  mustn’t  think 
such  things.  You  mustn’t.  We’ll  man- 
age.” He  held  her  very  closely. 

But  in  the  stark  white  of  the  flood- 
light on  the  dock,  his  face  and  eyes 
looked  worried. 
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I AM  A BURLESQUE  ENTERTAINER 

By  Toddy 

AS  TOLD  TO  K.  ALLEN  JANULIS  ’38 


know  now  that  I’m  in  it  for 
good. 

I didn’t  believe  it  when  older  girls 
told  me  three  years  ago  that  travel- 
ing burlesque  units  could  get  me  . . . 
that  once  I had  gotten  in  them  the 
odds  would  be  a thousand  to  one  that 
I’d  ever  get  out  . . . 

Oh  yes  ...  I know  there  are  always 
one  night  stands  in  fourth  rate  beer 
halls  between  circuits  . . . and  club 
smokers.  But  they’re  not  really  any 
way  out.  The  only  difference  is  that 
I don’t  have  a string  of  footlights 
between  the  act  and  the  audience 
like  I do  on  the  stage.  And  it  isn’t 
long  before  I’m  sick  of  having  drunk- 
en salesmen  grab  at  me  ...  or  my 
clothes.  And  I’m  sick  of  having  to 
smile  at  them  until  my  face  hurts 
when  all  the  time  inside  of  me  I’m 
scared  or  so  disgusted  I want  to 
grab  a bottle  and  smash  the  next 
leering,  sweating,  slobbering  face  that 
tries  to  kiss  me.  Then  I sign  with  the 
next  “burly”  show  to  hit  the  road 
and  I’m  satisfied  for  a while  with 
my  twenty-five  dollars  a week  be- 
cause I know  I’m  safe  behind  the 
footlights  and  I know  nobody  ex- 
pects any  more  of  me  between  rou- 
tines. 

But  there  I am  again.  I’m  satisfied 
for  a while  but  then  I start  to  think 
. . . where’s  it  going  to  end  up?  That’s 
the  trouble,  you  see.  They  work  us 
hard  but  there’s  still  a little  time 


left  for  thinking. 

I think  between  shows  . . . when 
I see  the  older  girls  without  their 
paint  . . •.  when  they  look  at  a dress- 
ing-room mirror  and  see  the  wrinkles 
on  their  necks  and  in  the  corners 
of  their  eyes.  They  look  a little  des- 
perate for  a second  . . . then  they 
pull  out  a jar  of  face  cream  and  a 
half-empty  bottle  of  cheap  whiskey. 

I think  on  the  train  from  Pitts- 
burgh to  Reading,  from  Reading  to 
Hartford,  to  Boston,  to  Syracuse,  to 
Buffalo,  to  Detroit  ...  I think  when 
I see  college  girls,  business  girls,  or 
just  girls  . . . who  know  real  people, 
who  are  going  to  be  married  and  live 
in  real  houses  with  kitchens  and 
parlors  and  back  yards. 


This,  and  the  following  five 
pages,  represent  a “Burlesque 
Supplement”  of  the  December 
REVIEW. 

The  art  work  on  the  center 
pages  was  executed  “on  the 
scene”  by  CARL  PALMER 
’38. 

Just  beyond  the  drawings, 
CARL  offers  a defense  of  the 
art  of  burlesque. 

On  this  page  is  a more  con- 
ventional viewpoint. 


But  most  of  all  I think  when  I’m 
back  in  my  hotel  room  while  I lie 
on  my  back,  dead  tired.  I wonder 
whether  there  really  is  any  other  way 
to  live  than  this.  The  same  hotel  room 
. . . the  same  train  with  the  same 
sleeper  . . . the  same  station  in  the 
same  town  . . . the  same  stage-door 
. . . the  same  sixty-cent  dinner  with 
a choice  of  the  same  three  vegetables 
. . . two  shows  a day  . . . every  day. 

I know  it  won’t  help  to  go  out 
after  the  show  because  I’ve  tried  it 
before.  I’m  young  . . . only  a little 
over  nineteen  . . . and  pretty  ...  so 
there  are  always  college  boys  in  the 
alley  at  the  back  door  . . . the  kind 
of  boys  I’ve  seen  with  other  girls  . . . 
who  get  married. 

I let  one  of  them  pick  me  up  and 
at  first  it’s  fun  because  it’s  different. 
But  I don’t  fool  myself  for  long.  I 
begin  to  see  they  don’t  act  the  same 
way  with  other  girls.  They  tell  me 
nasty  stories  to  show  me  that  they’ve 
“been  around  too”  . . . and  they  take 
me  to  the  best  bar  in  town  “to  give 
the  poor  kid  a break  and  show  her 
the  better  side  of  life.” 

After  three  beers  they  feel  cheated 
and  say  so  if  I don’t  let  them  into 
my  hotel  rooms. 

I get  pretty  disgusted  with  the 
whole  thing  and  it  scares  me  to  think 
of  the  older  girls  in  the  show.  College 
boys  don’t  ask  them  out  any  more 

continued  on  pane  twenty-eight 
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RTTRT  FQOTTF  “A  beautiful  satire 

DURLIiDyUEi-  ON  AMERICAN  LIFE” 


WHY  do  we  speak  of  burlesque 
in  whispered  terms?  Over 
ninety  percent  of  the  pop- 
ulation in  this  country  seem 
to  have  a feeling  of  shame  when  a 
friend  mentions  the  word  “burlesque” 
to  them.  The  person  who  has  been 
there  and  has  gone  through  the  ex- 
perience of  a burlesque  show  will 
either  be  very  brazen  about  his  ex- 
perience and  brag  about  it  to  his 
male  associates  or  will  hurriedly  say 
“Don’t  tell  my  wife!”  Some  people 
are  absolutely  shocked  at  the  mere 
mention  of  the  word  and  will  start 
a movement  in  their  local  church 
to  keep  the  young  people  out  of  the 
“dens  of  iniquity” — they  themselves 
praying  that  they  had  some  way  in 
which  they  might  attend  a perform- 
ance unnoticed.  Our  trouble  in  Amer- 
ica is  that  we  are  great  moral  hypo- 
crites— we  do  not  dare  to  face  the 
facts  of  life  in  the  mature  conti- 
nental fashion. 

Burlesque  is  by  definition  ludi- 
crous imitation  and  caricature.  Few 
people  attending  such  a performance 
have  the  mental  ability  to  see  be- 
hind all  of  the  acting,  the  dancing, 
and  the  rough  jokes,  the  true  clever 
meanings  that  are  to  be  derived  from 
such  performances.  Every  traveling 
burlesque  show  has  some  decided 
lesson  to  teach  to  those  clever  enough 
to  grasp  it.  But  what  of  the  not-so- 
clever  people — why  do  they  go? 

Some  go  to  see  the  chorus  and  the 
mainliners  do  their  dances  — they 
derive  a certain  pleasure  from  seeing 
beautiful  figures  do  precision  dances. 
Others  go  to  be  relaxed  by  a lot  of 
coarse  horse-play.  There  is  no  serious 
thought  called  for  in  light  and  airy 
sketches,  and  the  relaxation  derived 
from  this  type  of  drama  is  the  end 
in  view.  Then  the  last  class  attending 
burlesque  performances  is  made  up 
of  young  boys  and  grown  men  whose 
sensual  desires  have  not  been  con- 
trolled. 

This  last  mentioned  'class  usually 
fills  up  the  first  ten  rows  of  the  or- 
chestra and  the  first  row  of  each  bal- 
cony in  the  house.  Unfortunately,  it 
it  this  same  class  of  people  who  make 
up  that  minority  of  emotional  un- 
controllables  who  are  to  be  found 
in  any  organization  ’of  society  — 


Carl  Palmer  ’39 

Gets  some  ideas  after  an  inter- 
view with  Jack  Beck,  manager 
of  the  Monday  and  Tuesday 
evening  girl  shows  at  Allen- 
town’s Lyric  Theatre. 


whether  it  be  the  community,  the 
church,  or  the  theater. 

To  my  mind  burlesque  needs  no 
defense.  It  is  the  American  version 
of  the  light  comic  opera.  The  strip- 
tease, which  many  people  think  is 
the  only  thing  that  goes  on  (or  should 
I say  off)  in  a burlesque  theater  is 
the  only  contribution  to  the  art  of 
terpsichore  that  America  has  made. 
I believe  that  the  strip-tease  did  more 
good  to  American  morals  and  general 
welfare  than  any  other  dance  the 
world  has  known.  The  false  Victor- 
ian modesty  was  ridiculed  out  of  ex- 
istence. People  gradually  became 
more  sensible  and  no  longer  got  a 
cheap  thrill  out  of  seeing  a bared 
ankle. 

The  human  body  became  an  ob- 
ject of  true  beauty  instead  of  ab- 
horrence. The  classic  Greek  point  of 
view  was  taken  up  anew.  Women 
dressed  more  sensibly  and  the  cause 
of  health  was  thereby  promoted.  Our 
moral  standards  did  not  drop  a bit 
in  so  doing — -contrary  to  the  teach- 
ings of  those  few  Victorian  remnants 
which  still  exist  today.  In  helping  to 
make  clear  the  position  of  burlesque 
in  American  life  it  is  essential  that 
we  understand  more  about  what  goes 
on  behind  the  scenes.  I believe  that 
many  of  our  supposed  inhibitions 
concerning  burlesque  are  born  of  a 
total  lack  of  understanding  of  the 
people  who  perform. 

Burlesque  today  is  not  the  clearing 
house  of  loose  women  and  lewd  char- 
acters. In  order  to  become  a chorus 
girl  in  one  of  the  circuit  shows  the 
dancer  must  be  able  to  meet  a pretty 
high  standard  of  perfection.  The  ap- 
proved circuits  have  moral  standards 
that  would  make  the  Sunday  schools 
sit  up  and  take  notice.  There  are 
rules  such  as  “no  liquor  allowed  in 
the  theater” — “no  outside  appoint- 
ments in  places  not  meeting  the  ap- 


proval of  the  circuit.”  The  chorus 
girls  are  paid  a very  decent  wage 
(at  present  $26.50  a week)  and  are 
encouraged  to  get  married.  In  an  in- 
terview with  Miss  Dorothy  Wahl— 
a headliner  in  one  of  the  mid-west- 
ern circuits — I was  surprised  to  find 
out  that  twenty  percent  of  the  big 
names  in  burlesque  are  college  grad- 
uates. Several  are  also  graduates  of 
the  best  schools  of  dancing  in  this 
country  and  abroad.  Girls  such  as 
Valeria  Parks,  Sally  Rand,  Mme. 
Paula,  Ann  Corio,  and  Queenie  King, 
all  are  well  educated  and  are  true 
artists  and  exponents  of  the  dance. 

When  dances  such  as  the  Black 
Panther,  the  Cobra,  or  the  Dragon 
and  even  the  newly  invented  Fire 
Bird  are  performed  by  artists,  a type 
of  beauty  usually  overlooked  is  being 
revived.  We  admire  beauty  in  paint- 
ing— why  not  in  the  dance?  The 
future  of  burlesque  rests  in  the  hands 
of  managers  such  as  Mr.  Jack  Beck 
of  Allentown  and  Bill  Jackson  of 
Cincinnati.  The  manager  who  shares 
with  his  artists  the  enthusiasm  and 
the  feeling  of  artistic  accomplish- 
ment while  putting  on  a show  is 
the  salvation  of  burlesque.  Recently 
New  York  City  took  steps  to  do  away 
with  burlesque.  The  city  had  no 
quarrel  with  the  actors  and  actresses 
but  rather  with  a few  managers  and 
producers.  The  same  few  who  are  to 
be  found  in  any  group  of  people — 
the  troublesome  minority. 

Burlesque,  ironically  enough,  is 
after  all  a beautiful  satire  of  Am- 
erican life.  The  crudities  of  life  are 
shown  even  as  Shakespeare  presents 
the  scenes  of  every  day  life  in  his 
day — and  like  Shakespeare  every 
scene  which  on  the  surface  is  common 
horse-play  teaches  a little  lesson — 
not  so  self-evident — but  present  just 
the  same. 

Emotionally  burlesque  fills  a defi- 
nite purpose,  psychologically  satisfy- 
ing those  human  and  natural  desires 
too  often  suppressed.  The  public  is 
being  slowly  educated  to  look  at  the 
machinery  of  life  in  an  intelligent 
manner.  As  the  country  grows  older 
the  young  man  waiting  at  the  stage 
door  matures.  He  realizes  that  he  is 
not  on  the  Barbary  Coast  but  at  the 
entrance  to  an  art  studio. 
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Paste  Buckets  and 
Cane  Rushes 

continued  from  page  seven 

upstairs,  and  what  they  didn’t  do  to 
us  was  not  worth  talking  about. 
There  was  no  getting  out  of  it,  and 
the  more  you  kicked  and  fought  the 
more  you  got.  There  are  always  some 
seniors  and  juniors  around  to  see 
that  you  don’t  get  hurt  too  much.  A 
senior  or  junior  is  boss  here.  Well, 
they  made  us  sing,  dance,  tell  stories, 
take  two  toothpicks  and  sit  in  a 
bucket  of  water  and  row.  They 
corked  our  faces  black  and  wiped  the 
floor  up  with  us  in  general.  I had  on 
my  best  summer  suit  and  it  is  ruined. 

I have  put  it  away  and  the  tailor  can 
fix  it  up  when  I get  home.  I have  not 
yet  worn  the  new  winter  suit. 

After  it  was  all  over  we  had  a right 
good  time,  and  we  were  escorted 
home.  The  hazing  was  done  in  Beth- 
lehem. 

We  have  been  checked  off  the  list 
as  having  served  our  time,  and  we 
are  not  likely  to  have  any  more  rough 
house.  Everybody  in  our  class  is  to 
get  his  share,  and  the  bigger  you  are 
the  more  you  get.  The  sophomores  do 
not  say  anything  to  you  when  they 
are  by  themselves,  and  when  you  are 
with  a crowd  of  freshmen  they  pass 
you  by  meekly.  They  are  as  afraid  of 
you  as  you  are  of  them.  About  one 
hundred  and  twenty-five  sophomores 
put  us  through  stunts.  As  I have  said, 
the  good  thing  about  this  is  that  all 
the  freshmen  get  to  know  one  anoth- 
er and  stick  together.  I know  a lot  of 
nice  boys  already,  and  everybody  is 
sociable  up  here.  The  black  cap  is  a 
good  thing  for  that  purpose. 

This  is  only  half  of  the  letter  and 
I must  stop  to  rest  my  hand. 

It  is  the  custom  for  the  sophs  to  put 
up  posters  the  night  before  college 
opens,  and  it  is  the  custom  for  the 
juniors  to  get  the  freshmen  together 
and  pull  them  down.  On  these  posters 
are  printed  all  the  things  a freshman 
must  not  do.  I am  sending  Leonie  one 
of  these  posters.  These  are  sold  after 
Founder’s  Day  for  a dime,  but  the  one 
that  I have  here  has  been  through 
the  war  and  is  all  torn  and  full  of 
paste. 

About  a dozen  of  us  met  in  our 
house  in  a fellow’s  room  on  the  floor 
below.  (By  the  way,  he  is  a Wash- 
ington boy,  a junior  and  a scholar- 
ship winner  from  Central;  his  name  is 
Archibald.)  We  played  cards  for  fun 
and  had  a general  good  time  until 
eleven  o’clock  at  night.  We  then  went 
out  and  met  in  the  Chestnut  (good 
to  eat)  grove  across  from  our  house. 


(The  air  is  fine  up  here,  and  we  are 
practically  in  the  mountains.)  There 
we  were  joined  by  other  crowds  un- 
til we  were  seventy  strong.  We  lay 
hidden  in  the  bushes  and  we  had 
sentries  and  scouts  waiting  for  the 
sophs  to  begin.  But  the  sophs  also 
had  scouts  out.  They  discovered 
where  we  were,  but  we  captured  all 
of  their  scouts  but  one,  who  spread 
the  news,  telling  where  we  were. 

After  that  there  was  no  use  wait- 
ing any  longer  for  them  to  put  up  the 
posters,  so  we  decided  to  attack 
them.  They  w ere  up  on  the  campus  at 
Packer  Hall.  I’ll  never  forget  it  as 
long  as  I live.  You  can’t  imagine  how 
it  seemed.  It  was  a starry  night,  but 
the  trees  are  dense  here  so  you  could 
hardly  see.  We  marched  to  meet  them 
six  abreast,  locking  arms  and  talking 
to  keep  up  good  cheer.  Everybody 
had  on  old  clothes  and  the  old  suit 
that  I wanted  to  leave  home  has  come 
in  very  handy.  As  we  neared  Packer 
Hall,  after  climbing  about  half  a mile 
of  hills,  we  stopped  to  get  our  breath. 
Then  we  started  on  a run  for  them. 
I was  in  the  second  line.  We  came  to- 
gether in  a crash.  They  were  yelling 
and  we  were  yelling.  At  first  they 
gave  way  before  us,  but  soon  they 


had  us  on  the  move.  They  were  about 
two  to  one  and  had  had  last  year’s 
experience.  After  the  first  rush  most 
of  the  little  fellows  ran  home.  There 
are  some  small  fellows  here  and  also 
some  grown  men.  We  braced  up 
again  but  were  soon  all  scattered. 
Every  freshman  was  hollering  nine- 
teen-nine and  every  soph  nineteen- 


eight. 

When  we  were  getting  much  the 
worst  of  it  the  juniors  would  jump 
in  with  their  nineteen-seven  yell. 
The  seniors  would  see  that  there  was 
no  fighting,  and  that  everything  was 
fair  and  they  would  pull  up  knocked 
down  men.  Our  crow'd  got  smaller 
and  smaller  and  soon  we  were  all 
separated.  It  was  hand  to  hand 
wrestling  and  bucking,  no  fighting  al- 
lowed, but  once  in  a while  there  was 
a little  and  the  seniors  would  stop 
it.  The  seniors  and  juniors  called  a 
truce  for  five  minutes  to  allow  us  to 
unite.  We  again  formed  in  rows  of 
six  and  again  crashed.  This  lasted 
for  about  an  hour.  I was  knocked 
down  once  so  hard  that  I stayed 
down  about  a minute.  I was  knocked 
down  twice  in  the  middle  of  the 
w'hole  rough  house.  When  you  fall 
you  cause  about  five  or  ten  to  fall 
over  you  and  there  is  a cry  of  “Man 
Down”  and  the  seniors  and  juniors 
pull  you  up  since  you  can’t  get  up 
by  yourself.  Finally  we  were  so  badly 
beaten  that  they  would  crash  through 
our  lines  and  capture  us  to  carry 
their  paste  buckets.  I was  captured 
twice,  but  each  time  a senior  rescued 
me  by  saying  that  after  the  “Rush” 


there  would  be  plenty  of  stragglers 
around  the  campus. 

After  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to 
rally,  we  got  together  and  marched 
off  the  campus,  very  weak  in  num- 
bers and  also  in  the  legs.  This  was 
about  one  o’clock.  We  then  formed 
parties  of  about  ten  and  separated  to 
continued  on  page  twenty-two 


•V/^-AND  JUST  THINK, \i 
{ NOW  THERE  ARE  28  T 
N GLACIERS  FLOWING  FROM 
H,  ITS  EXTINCT  CRATER.' r; 


lH^y 

^ IT'S  HARD  TO  S 

W-  '>  j 

BELIEVE  THAT  OLD 

MT.  RAINIER  WAS  A 

H FIERY  VOLCANO 

IM  ancient  J 

\ ''X/ 

/V  v 

)at-/\TIMES  jXs 

INSlOe  A GLACIAL  CAVE 


YES -and  I UNDERSTAND 
SOME  OF  THESE  RIVERS 
OF  ICE  MOVE  DOWN  THE 
MOUNTAIN  AS  MUCH  AS 


THAT'S  CALLED  NATURE 
SLIDING  THEIR  TROUSERS 
HAVE  A THICK  COAT  OF  _ 
PARAFFIN  ON  THEM 


SOME  FUN 
7 EH  ? I ' 


53  HOLD  ON.  N 
CHUBBlNS,U 
WE'RE  TAKING 
A A CURVE.' 


HERE  IS  WINTER'S  ETERNAL^  WELL,  DAD,^ 

Surrender  to  spring. tX  let's  make 

LOOK  AT  THIS  BRAVE  | WINTER  FRIENDS 
LINE  OF  FLOWERS  ONLY  iwiTH  SPRING. WE'LL 
A LITTLE  WAY  FROM  h^BUILD  A SNOW  MAN 


THERE  -ALL  HE  NEEDS 
IS  YOUR  PIPE  DAD,  TO 
MAKE  HIM  LOOK  REAL 
CONTENTED 


Copyright,  1937,  H.  .1 . Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. 


FIRST  OF  ALL,  WE  FELLOWS 
WANT  MILDNESS  IN  A 
PIPE  TOBACCO)  YET  WE  LIKE 
TASTY  SMOKING, TOO. 
PRINCE  ALBERT  GIVES  US 
BOTH.  ITS  EXTRA-MILO 
WITH  GOOD,  RICH  BODY! 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 


TRY  P.  A.  ON  THIS 
MONEY- BACK  GUARANTEE! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince 
Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked, 
return  the  pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of 
the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage. 

( Signed  ) R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


ALSO 

TRY  ROLLING 
YOUR  OWN 
WITH  P.  A. 
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THE  STAR  BARBER 

OF  FOURTH  STREET 

(Opposite  Post  Office) 


STEEL  CITY  LAUNDRY 

QUALITY,  SERVICE, 
and  COURTESY 

We  Call  For  and  Deliver 
119  West  Fourth  Street 
Phone  804 


n,ePION€£R 

TAP  ROOM 

HISTORIC  MURALS  GFORUF  CRAY 

HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

B€THL€H€M  • PCNNA. 

CSiMiAjc**  Mortis  Gorpom-tiok 

i iitiii  kincaio 


Come  and  Get  It!! ! 

Good  Food  at  Popular  Prices 

Drown  Hall  Cafeteria 

We  Serve 

ABBOTTS 

Ice  Cream 

Exclusively 


the  different  parts  of  the  towns  of 
South  Bethlehem  and  Bethlehem  to 
tear  down  their  posters,  attack  par- 
ties of  sophs  putting  them  up,  and 
upset  paste  buckets.  My  party  crossed 
the  bridge  and  went  to  Bethlehem. 
There  we  waited  until  about  two 
oclock  for  some  sophs  to  turn  up. 
They  turned  up,  but  not  in  the  way 
we  were  looking  for  them.  They 
came  disguised  in  black  caps  and 
with  the  pass  word  “09.”  Our  junior 
guides  had  left  for  a few  minutes,  and 
they  captured  the  whole  blamed  par- 
ty. I saw  what  was  up  when  they 
had  us  surrounded  and  so  skipped  out 
with  about  ten  sophs  after  me,  yell- 
ing they  were  freshmen. 

Next  morning  I found  my  party 
had  been  used  as  paste  bucket  boys. 
Well,  about  every  other  square  I 
would  meet  another  party  of  sophs 
and  would  have  to  squeeze  in  holes, 
shadows,  jump  fences,  etc.  But  in 
turning  and  twisting  I lost  my  bear- 
ings and  the  Lord  knows  how  many 
blocks  I walked  that  night.  I walked 
to  the  three  ends  of  the  town  before 
I hit  the  right  direction,  and  I only 
knew  it  by  passing  the  Brighton 
where  I had  been  hazed  the  other 
night.  At  one  part  of  the  outskirts  of 
Bethlehem  I picked  up  a stray  dog 
and  took  him  along  to  scare  off 
sophs.  None  of  the  streets  here  or  in 
Bethlehem  have  names  or  lamp  posts, 
and  all  the  numbers  are  mixed  up. 
The  block  where  I live  on,  one  house 


TRY 

Mumey’s 

Confectionery 

for 

HOMEMADE  LUNCHES 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 


Wm.  H.  Price 


OPTICIAN 


70  West  Broad  Street 
Bethlehem 

PHONE  1916 


Try  the  . . . 

Royal 

Restaurant 


10%  Off 

On  All  Meal  Tickets 

MEALS  AT  ALL  HOURS 

7 West  Fourth  Street 


FRITCH 
COAL  CO. 


Telephone  4646 


December,  1937 
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CUSTOM  CLOTHES 

518  Main  Street 

<T 

Bethlehem 

National 

Bank 

Offers  its  banking  facilities 
to  the  students  of  Lehigh 
University. 

Third  and  Adams 


(3 

SILVER  BROOK  COAL 

ARTIFICIAL  ICE  CO. 

Phone  1700 


1 General 
Supply  Company 

Building  Materials 
325  Water  Street 

H.  P.  HALL,  Manager 

Phone  3740 


is  numbered  426  and  the  one  next  to 
it  524. 

When  I did  hit  the  right  street, 
where  the  bridge  crossed  the  river,  I 
was  so  angry  that  I pulled  my  cap 
over  my  eyes,  whistled  to  the  dog, 
and  determined  to  try  and  pass  off  as 
a town  boy  (they  call  them  muckers 
here)  if  I saw  any  more  sophs.  I had 
hardly  walked  a block  on  the  right 
way  home  before  a posting  crowd 
turned  up  at  work.  There  was  not  a 
soul  on  the  streets  in  any  part  of  the 


“What’s  the  matter  little  boy? 
Cat  gotcha  tongue?’’ 


town.  I tried  the  bluff  of  whistling 
to  the  dog  and  walking  past  the  soph- 
omores, but  the  dog  was  more  scared 
than  I was  and  ran  off.  They  grab- 
bed me  and  recognized  me  as  the 
one  who  had  been  over  to  the  Brigh- 
ton. They  told  me  to  carry  a paste 
bucket  and  not  to  spill  a drop  or  they 
would  clean  it  up  with  me.  I lifted 
the  bucket  and  it  was  heavy  enough 
for  two  men  and  I was  very  tired 
because  of  all  the  walking  that  I had 
done.  I was  so  mad  that  I told  them 
they  would  have  to  help  me  or  I 
would  spill  every  drop.  They  went 
for  me  but  I threw  a couple  off  and 
got  away  with  about  two  boys  after 
me.  (The  others  were  burdened  with 
buckets,  brushes,  long  poles,  etc.) 
Well,  I got  away,  but  raised  such  a 
noise  in  doing  so  that  I thought  the 
whole  town  would  be  awakened.  I 
hid  a few  doors  away  from  where 
they  were.  That  was  the  only  way  to 
keep  from  being  caught,  for  it  was 
then  so  quiet  that  you  could  hear  the 
least  footfall.  They  went  away  from 

continued  on  page  twenty-four 


/? 

DANCING 

A Collegiate  Pastime 

If  you’ve  never  learned  — we’ll 
teach  you. 

If  you  have  — we’ll  show  you 
new'  steps. 

Lois  Cunningham 

259  East  Market  Street 

Phone  531-J 



PHONE  2236 

AUSTIN  ELECTRIC  CO. 

218  West  Third  Street 

ELECTRICAL  CONTRACTING 

EVERYTHING  ELECTRICAL 

The  House  for  Fraternities 


Austin  Electric  Supply  Co. 
216  West  Third  Street 

WHOLESALE  ELECTRICAL  SUPPLIES 
Phone  2236  IV.  S.  Austin,  Prop. 


2-° 


EarlH.Gier 

Jeweler 

129  W.  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Next  to  Postoffice 

Phone  1067 
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Fritz  Merciir 

“INSURANCE” 


FOR  QUALITY  PRINTING  SEE 

TIMES 

Publishing  Co. 

526  Main  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
Phone  28 


King  Coal  Co. 

We  Sell 

The  Best  Coal  Mined 

PHONE  2000 

Old  Company’s  Leliigh 


Reeves,  Parvin 
and  Co. 


Wholesale  Grocers 
Knighthood  . . . Lakeside 

Brands  Exclusively 

Fraternities  Supplied 

Represented  by 
E.  RAY  FRITCHMANN 

Second  and  Hamilton  Sts. 
Allentown,  Pa. 

Phone  5138 

Philadelphia,  Pa.  Huntington,  Pa. 

Allentown,  Pa.  Wilmington,  Del. 

Altoona,  Pa. 


continued  from  previous  page 

that  locality  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
I went  back  and  found  they  had  been 
so  excited  that  they  had  left  the  post- 
er sagging  from  the  pole.  I knew  they 
wouldn’t  come  back  after  all  the 
noise,  so  I walked  about  two  blocks 
to  a place  where  a bridge  is  being 
built,  and  got  a stick.  I threw  at  that 
poster  for  an  hour  before  it  tumbled 
down.  Everybody  in  the  neighbor- 
hood was  looking  out  of  the  windows. 
They  had  night  gowns  on,  and  they 
gave  me  a silent  cheer  when  the 
poster  fell.  Usually  the  posters  are 
stuck  about  three-quarters  up  a tel- 
egraph pole.  I climbded  a tree  near 
one,  but  couldnt  reach  it,  it  was  so 
high  up.  Then  I started  for  home.  I 
met  another  gang  of  sophs,  but  I had 
a big  stick,  and  I told  them  that  I 
had  been  carrying  a bucket  all  night, 
so  they  let  me  go.  Next  I met  up  with 
some  juniors  who  saved  me  from  an- 
other poster  gang  by  escorting  me 
home  (4  a.  m.) 

Next  day  after  the  opening  of 
school  at  3:00  o’clock  p.  m.  after 
Chapel  exercises,  the  regular  flag 
rush  was  held,  which  we  lost.  It  is  an 
old  custom  of  college  and  is  held  on 
the  athletic  field.  It  was  nothing  to 
the  one  we  had  the  night  before.  This 
war  keeps  up  until  Founders  Day, 
about  October  20th,  and  then  they 
have  baseball,  football  and  track 
games  to  decide  which  class  is  su- 
preme. Then  everybody  is  friendly 
until  next  year.  Until  that  time,  when 
it  darkens  I manage  to  go  home  early 
and  so  do  all  the  other  freshmen. 

The  studies  are  very  hard  up  here, 
and  you  are  flunked  out  quickly.  You 
would  be  surprised  to  see  the  bus- 
iness everybody  makes  of  school. 
Everyone  takes  it  very  seriously. 

Save  this  letter,  because  I want  to 
keep  it  to  remember  what  I have 
been  through. 

Lovingly, 

Sidney. 


• 

COLLEGIATE 

He  was  rushed  to  the  hospital 
where  it  developed  he  knew  nothing 
of  his  identity  or  his  whereabouts  . . . 
a sock  marked  with  “N.  F.”,  a belt 
buckle  “L,”  and  underwear  marked 
“Ryan”  were  the  only  clues  to  his 
identity. 

— The  Dartmouth. 


The  Old 

SUN  INN 

Coffee  Shop  and  Taproom 

Mac  Arthur  Dauchy,  Prop. 

Phone  1930 


F.  E.  Weinland 

Hardware,  Glass,  Paints 

Wholesale  . . . Retail 
Select  Your  Xmas  Gifts  from 
Our  Complete  Line  of 

SPORTING  GOODS 

Broad  and  Main  Streets 


McCaa  Studio 

Portrait 

Photographers 

Kodak  Developing 

and 

Printing 

COMMERCIAL  PHOTOGRAPHY 
113  West  Fourth  Street 
Phone  738 
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PENNA.  SUPPLY 
& MFG.  CO. 

WHOLESALE  JOBBERS  IN 
SHEET  METAL  SUPPLIES 

113  North  Church  Street 
Allentown,  Pa. 

Electric 
Laundry  Co. 

J 

PHONE  36 

Crystal 

Restaurant 

Good  Food  at 
Reasonable  Prices 

SPECIAL  STUDENT 
MEAL  TICKETS 


$5.50  for  $5.00 
3.30  for  3.00 


Xmas  Cards  for 
Everyone 


12  Cards  in  Package  19c 

15  Cards  in  Boxes  19c  & 50c 

15  Cards  in  Boxes  $1.00 

COLLEGE  SEAL  JEWELRY 
Dennison  Gift  Wrappings 

See  Our  Gift  Department 

All  Xmas  Gifts  Wrapped 
Free  of  Charge 

Lehigh 

Stationery 

14  West  Fourth  Street 


Disc  Data 

continued  from  page  five 

as  the  mention  was)  believes  Arm- 
strong to  be  our  greatest  singer;  and 
I agree  with  him  there,  though  few 
others  may.  And,  of  course,  the  Mills 
Brothers  are  tops  in  their  field.  Put 
them  all  together  and  mix  well  and 
you  get  waxed  nectar. 

GUY  LOMBARDO  (Victor)  Sweet 


Someone  and  I Want  To  Be  In  Win- 
chell’s  Column;  My  Love;  Ten  Pretty 
Girls  and  When  The  Organ  Played 
O Promise  Me.  Prejudice  has  kept 
Guy  from  these  columns.  But  in  all 
fairness,  I must  mention  at  least  three 
of  the  dozens  of  records  he’s  issued 
this  year,  though  I find  it  hard  dis- 
tinguishing among  them. 

BERT  AMBROSE  (Decca)  Toy 
Trumpet  and  Powerhouse;  Deep 
Henderson  and  Cotton  Picker’s  Con- 
gregation. The  first  set  continues  in 
the  vein  of  Ambrose’s  current  slump 
by  lacking  the  dash  which  the  old 
Ambrose  group  could  have  given 
these  unusual  Raymond  Scott  com- 
positions. The  second,  however, 
sneaked  in  and  is  in  the  best  Am- 
brose tradition.  I suspicion  it  was 
made  some  time  ago  (although  just 
released)  when  Sid  Phillips’  arrang- 
ing was  still  putting  the  English  band 
through  its  paces.  In  fact,  Cotton  was 
written  by  Sid  and  contains  a mov- 
ing choral  effect  of  deep,  gliding 
voices.  His  unique  tympanum  con- 
tinues to  boom  out  its  unique  roll. 


FLAME  GRAIN 


KAYW00DIE 

«io„ 

■ ' | ^HIS  is  the  Pipe  everyone  s 

X calking  about.  Why? 

Word  came  to  us,  years  ago,  that  there 
was  beautiful  briar  of  enormous  size 
growing  in  the  desolate  mountains  of 
Albania,  which  had  lain  untouched  for 
centuries  because  it  was  so  remote  and 
inaccessible.  We  went  after  it,  and  finally 
we  got  it — Flame-Grain  is  it,  with  a beau- 
ty and  quality  of  graining  never  before 
obtainable. 

It  Has  Been  Growing 

Since  the  Early  1 6th  Century 

Other  pipe-makers  knew  it  was  there — 
but  would  not  spend  the  time  and  money 
to  get  it  out.  The  risk  was  big,  but  be- 
cause we  are  the  world's  largest  pipe- 
maker,  we  had  the  resources  to  overcome 
Natural  difficulties  and  primitive  condi- 
tions and  secure  this  rare  briar — very  fin- 
est of  the  entire  briar  (bruyere)  species. 
Flame  Grain  is  "King  of  Pipes.”  Nothing 
else  has  such  beauty  of  grain-pattern. 
Nothing  else  smokes  as  sweet.  Each  one 
is  individual,  like  your  thumb-print.  The 
oldest,  finest  briar  you  ever  smoked. 

KAY  WOOD  I E COMPANY 

Rockefeller  Center 

NEW  YORK and  LONDON 
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LUMBER 

PAINT  COAL 

WALL  PAPER 

• 

G.  E.  OIL  FURNACES  and 
AIR  CONDITIONING 

• 

Brown  ■ Borliek  Co. 

Third  St.  & Brodhead  Ave. 
PHONE  3700 

Delicious  Turkey  Dinners 

Served  on  Christmas 
at 

Hoffman’s 

Restaurant 

C.  E.  HOFFMAN,  Manager 

$5.50  FOR  $5.00 
3.30  FOR  3.00 

125  W.  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem 


Arctic  Trades,  Inc. 

continued  from  page  nine 

Bowery  and  I think  that  I’ll  be  tak- 
ing over  Columbus,  too.” 

I looked  into  the  stables  and  mar- 
veled at  what  I saw.  Lines  of  fresh- 
ly-painted sleighs  boasting.  “J.  S. 
Clauspont,  Specialists  in  Christmas 
Gifts”  and  below,  “Absolutely  No 
Riders”. 

Adjoining  the  Sleigh-house  were 
the  stables  in  which  I saw  countless 
reindeer,  restlessly  waiting  to  start. 
Each  of  them,  from  the  largest  to  the 
smallest  was  covered  in  a red  and 
white  wrapper  advertising  “Scmaltz 
‘Goldnhed’  Beer,”  Joe’s  Super-Ser- 
vice Garage,”  “Try  Treaties”  and  a 
myriad  of  eye-catching  advertise- 
ments. “Pretty  good,  eh?”  Santa  said. 
“They  keep  the  critters  warm  and  the 
ads  pay  for  their  feed  bill.  I got  the 
idea  from  the  Emaus  baseball  team. 
And  those  little  poles  sticking  up 
from  the  sleighs  are  aerials  for  our 
new  two-way  radio  system.  Every 
once  in  a while  I get  a last  minute 
request  that  has  to  go  out  C.  O.  D. 


and  you  know  we  can’t  break  faith 
with  our  clientele.  Those  broken- 
down  hacks  Nick  uses  just  about  gets 
by  the  North  Pole-ice” 

Santa  pointed  across  the  street  to 
an  immense  building  that  seemed  to 
show  all  the  signs  of  modern  in- 
dustry and  plenty  of  it.  “What’s  that, 
J.  S.,”  I asked,  “a  hobby-horse  fac- 
tory or  just  a general  source  of  sup- 
ply for  the  children  of  the  world?” 

“Well,  you’re  partly  right.  It  is 
the  kiddie  department  but  I had  a 
good  deal  of  trouble  renovating  the 
place.  About  fifteen  years  ago  all  the 
kids  wanted  were  dollhouses,  hobby 
horses,  painting  sets,  books  and  nice 
things  like  that.  But  now,  now,  all 
those  blasted  kids  want  is  armoured 
tanks,  dolls  with  gas  masks,  machine 
guns,  and  every  damned  infernal  in- 
strument known.  I had  to  hire  a 
couple  extra  men  to  handle  the  hand 
grenade  division,  but  they  weren't 
union  men,  so  I had  to  build  a new 
gymnasium  for  the  union  boys.  Even 
so  the  thing  isn’t  settled  yet  because 
the  contractor  who  built  the  gym  had 
a brother  who  married  the  sister 
of  a non-union  carpenter.” 


We  left  the  Kiddie  Department  and 
once  more  Santa  started  telling  me 
some  of  the  Tricks  of  the  Trade,  most 
of  which  seemed  to  be  directed 
against  his  competitor,  Saint  Nicholas. 
“I’ve  developed  something  else  that’s 
new  this  year,  and  it’s  going  to  make 
that  Nick  fellow  hustle  plenty.  I just 
signed  a contract  with  Macy’s,  Kauf- 
mann’s,  and  Marshall  Fields  so  that 
any  Santa  Claus  product  this  year 
can  be  exchanged  for  anything  in 
their  store  without  going  through  any 
red  tape.  I’m  getting  the  whole  kit- 
anboodle  of  the  college  trade.  Of 
course  I had  to  do  something  for  the 
department  stores,  so  I sent  down 
three  of  my  wife’s  brothers,  each 
one  wearing  one  of  my  old  suits,  the 
ones  with  the  fur  on.  The  hours 
aren’t  bad  and  they  like  kids  any- 
how.” 

We  had  come  to  the  end  of  the 
long  line  of  buildings  and  Santa 
turned  the  sleigh  around  and  looked 
down  toward  his  home,  “The  White 
Igloo”.  He  looked  at  me  a little  troub- 
led, and  said,  “I  think  I’ll  have  to 
leave  you  here,  because  I have  to 
get  my  daughter  a Christmas  pres- 
ent and  I just  can’t  think  of  what 
to  get  her.  Hmmmm  ...” 
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EXCHANGES 


What  the  Hell? 

The  magician  walked  down  to  the 
footlights  and  asked  a young  lady  to 
step  up  on  the  stage. 

“Now,  as  a climax  to  my  act,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,”  he  said,  “I  am  going 
to  saw  this  young  lady  in  two,  right 
before  your  eyes.” 

The  crowd  cheered  and  stamped  its 
feet. 

“As  is  customary  before  doing  this 
trick, ”he  continued,  “I’d  like  first  to 
make  sure  that  you  all  want  to 
see  ...” 

A thundering  “Sure!” 

“And  that  there  are  no  objections 
to  my  performing  ...” 

A “No”  that  rocked  the  house. 

“The  girl’s  sorority  sisters — do  they 
object?” 

“Not  at  all,  to  be  sure.” 

“How  about  you,”  he  asked  turn- 
ing to  the  girl.  “Do  you  mind  being 
sawed  in  two?” 

The  girl  shook  her  head. 

“Well,  then,”  the  magician  said. 

And  he  sawed  the  young  lady  in 
two. 

We  all  thought  it  was  funny  as  hell, 
but  the  police  made  quite  a fuss 
about  it. 

— Octopus. 


And  Don’t  Have  to 

Home  is  where  you  can  scratch 
any  place  it  itches. 

— Battalion. 


When  the  Comedians  Come  On 

One  of  the  freshmen  took  in  a strip 
tease  this  summer  and  next  day  went 
to  an  oculist  to  have  his  eyes  treated. 

“After  I left  the  show  last  night,” 
he  explained,  “my  eyes  were  red  and 
sore  and  inflamed.” 

The  Doc  looked  him  over,  thought 
a minute  and  then  remarked:  “After 
this  try  blinking  your  eyes  once  or 
twice  during  the  show  . . . you  won’t 
miss  much.” 

— Banter. 
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Home  Cooking 
Home  • Made  Pies 

AT 

The 

Modern  Diner 

Fourth  and  Broadway 

(Opposite  Union  Bank) 


Merry  Christmas 

and 

Happy  New  Year 

Joe  Kinney 


C.  A.  Dorney 
Furniture  Co. 

FURNITURE 

FLOOR  COVERINGS 

DRAPERIES 

Allentown,  Pa. 


SERVICE 

The 

Bethlehem 

News  Agency 


I am  a Burlesque  Entertainer 

continued  from  page  fourteen 


. . . only  pot-bellied  salesmen  . . . 
and  they  don’t  get  cheated. 

It  makes  me  wonder  what’s  going 
to  happen  to  me  when  I lose  my 
figure  . . . when  it’ll  be  harder  and 
harder  to  get  an  agent  to  sign  me 
for  new  shows.  I know  now  that  the 
only  reason  they  sign  me  is  because 
I’m  still  young  . . . and  I haven’t  that 
hard,  tired  look  most  girls  in  burly 
have.  After  all,  I’ve  only  been  on  the 
road  for  three  years. 

My  dance  routine  is  just  another 
routine.  I’ve  given  up  hope  of  getting 
better  because  I spend  my  salary  on 
new  costumes  and  hose  and  I can 
never  save  enough  to  buy  a new  act. 
Besides,  I’m  sick  of  show  business. 
But  what  am  I going  to  do?  I want 
to  get  married  but  I’ve  given  up 
that  hope  too  . . . real  people  don’t 
marry  burly  dancers  . . . they  might 
suggest  other  things  . . . but  never 
marriage. 

Why  do  they  feel  that  way?  I mean 
what  makes  them  think  that  because 
I’m  on  a burlesque  circuit  I’ll  give 
them  what  other  girls  trade  for  wed- 
ding rings?  I’m  just  another  girl  and 
I’m  doing  the  same  routine  I did  four- 
years  ago  on  our  high  school  stage 
. . . why  do  they  expect  me  to  act 
off-stage  like  the  hip-swinging  strip- 
per acts  on-stage? 

And  now  that  I think  of  it  . . . 
it  was  only  four  years  ago  that  I was 
in  high  school  . . . like  anyone  else 
. . . dancing  in  local  floor  shows  be- 
cause it  was  exciting  and  we  needed 
the  money.  Only  four  years  ago  and 
yet  what  a difference  it  made! 

I remember  being  glad  to  be  signed 
. . . contracts  thrilled  me  . . . traveling 
thrilled  me.  It  thrilled  me  to  think 
I’d  have  top  billing  someday  and 
scouts  would  find  me  ...  or  I’d  get 
married. 

But  now  I’m  nineteen  and  I know 
that  I’m  in  it  for  good.  This  afternoon 
we’re  opening  at  the  Orpheum.  To- 
morrow it’ll  be  at  the  Casino,  the 
day  after  at  the  National,  then  the 
Empire,  then  the  Mayfair,  and  the 
Liberty  ...  all  alike.  The  same  stage- 
door  . . . the  same  train  with  the 
same  sleeper  . . . the  same  station 
in  the  same  town  . . . the  same  hotel 
. . . the  same  sixty-cent  dinner  wth 
a choice  of  the  same  three  vegetables 
. . . two  shows  a day  . . . every  day. 


COLISEUM 

Roller  Skating 

Tuesday,  Thursday, 
Saturday  Nights 


C.  S.  Walter 


Florist 

Flowers  for  All  Occasions 
Special  Rates  for  Group  Orders 
Corsages  a Specialty 
Phone  17  817  Seneca  Street 


/ 

Shoes  for  Men 

FOR  EVERY  OCCASION 

Nunn  - Bush  8.50  — 13.50 

Edgerton  5.00  — 7.00 

Sundial  3.49 — 6.49 

Paul  Alexy 

Bethlehem’s  Oldest  Shoe  Store 

209  E.  Third  St. 

15  W.  Broad  St. 


Seymour  Habers 
Art  Gift  Shop 

Longines,  Bulova,  Elgin  Watches 

Nationally  Advertised  Jewelry 
on  Credit 

321  So.  New  Street 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Phone  4207 
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Every  normal  person,  as  we  know, 
•has  two  eyes.  Well,  what  could  be 
simpler  than  to  use  them  for  cameras? 
My  method,  here  fully  revealed  for 
the  first  time,  is  simple.  One  eye  is 
used  as  a camera.  The  other  is  re- 
tained for  use  as  a combined  range 
and  view  finder.  First,  I freeze  one 
eyeball  with  a fine  spray  of  Novocain. 
This  was  done  to  secure  a rigid  base 
for  the  emulsion.  The  next  step,  be- 
cause light  sensitive  material  was  to 
be  used,  required  the  inconvenience 
of  a darkroom,  but  — resourceful  as 
always,  I soon  got  around  that  dif- 
ficulty by  working  with  the  camera 
eye  closed,  thus  forming  its  own  dark 
room.  On  top  of  the  frozen  eyeball 
I now  sprayed  a thin  emulsion  of 
powdered,  guaranteed-fadeless- wall- 
paper, this  being  infinitely  more  light 
sensitive  than  ordinary  silver  bro- 
mide. This  done,  I was  ready  for  ex- 
posure, and  for  the  first  time  in  his- 
tory a photographer  was  absolutely 
independent  of  light  conditions  and 
speed  of  subject  movement.  With  my 
camera  eye  shut  and  my  range  view 
eye  open,  I then  approached  my  sub- 
ject, winked  quickly  at  it,  and  the 
exposure  was  made  — no  fuss,  no 
bother,  no  squint,  no  squat,  no  stoop. 
When  I made  the  first  eyeball  ex- 
posure photography  had  reached  its 
zenith. 

Subsequently  I made  certain  im- 
provements on  the  method.  By  em- 
ploying both  eyes  as  cameras  and 
making  simultaneous  exposures  I 
could  secure  stereoscopic  results  in 
three  dimensions.  This  method,  how- 
ever, left  me  without  a range-view 
finder,  and  out  of  focus  pictures 
sometimes  resulted.  I solved  that 
problem  by  bringing  along  a friend 
to  use  for  a stereoscopic  camera  and 
using  my  own  eyes  for  viewer  and 
long  base  range  finder.  The  friend, 
however,  was  added  bother,  and 
made  one’s  equipment  somewhat 
cumbersome  and  expensive.  Another 
later  improvement  was  the  addition 
of  a fourth  dimension — sound.  I de- 
vised a telescopic  focusing  micro- 
phone which  could  pick  up  the  noises 
or  words  emitted  by  my  subject  at 
the  time  of  exposure,  and  record  them 
on  a sound  track  which  could  be  syn- 
chronized with  the  print.  Still  later, 
I found  that  by  employing  the  frozen 
eyeball  method  relative  to  the  ear, 
bulky  sound  equipment  could  be  dis- 

continued  on  following  page 


A 4 -Year  Loafer 
Graduates  with  Honors 


Idling  in  the  wood  4 jidl  years, 
BRIGGS  comes  forth 
as  the  world’s  richest  and 
friendliest  tobacco 


This  is  the  story  of  the 

loafer  that  goes  to  the  head 
of  the  class! 

Briggs  is  born  rich.  It  starts  life 
as  a blend  of  nature’s  choicest  to- 
baccos. Then  it  enters  college  for 
a 4-year  course  in  idling. 


For  4 long  years  it  loafs  in  stout  oak- 
en casks,  getting  richer,  doing  noth- 
ing! Just  naturally  maturing  into 
the  smoothest  and  mellowest  pipe 
tobacco  you  ever  touched  a match  to. 

When  it  finally  graduates  to  your 
pipe,  Briggs  has  been  aged  longer 
than  many  fancy  pipe  mixtures  sell- 
ing at  $5.00  a pound. 

At  1 5?  the  tin,  Briggs  costs  a few 
cents  more  than  ordinary  unedu- 
cated tobaccos.  But  those  extra  pen- 
nies are  miracle  pennies  ...  in  the 
extra  enjoyment  they  bring  to  your 
smoking.  Ask  any  Briggs  smoker. 


•••  CASK-MELLOWED  FULL  YEARS 
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What  Makes 

A 

University? 


Faculty 


Most  important  of  the  steps 
in  building  a great  university 
is  the  securing  of  a capable 
faculty. 

Faculty  members  of  a great 
university  must  be  qualified 
by  education  which  includes 
practical  work  in  their  own 
fields,  they  must  have  ideals 
and  standards  which  they  will 
maintain  under  the  most  try- 
ing conditions,  they  must  take 
an  interest  in  the  students 
whom  they  teach. 

Lehigh  has  been  fortunate 
in  securing  men  such  as  these 
to  serve  on  the  faculties  of  its 
three  colleges. 


Arts  and  Science 

General  cultural  courses;  preparation  for 
graduate  work  in  dentistry,  law,  medicine  or 
the  ministry;  professional  preparation  tor 
teaching  and  journalism. 


Business  Administration 

Preparation  for  positions  in  banking  and 
investments,  accounting,  insurance,  advertis- 
ing, selling,  general  business. 


Engineering 

Chemical,  Chemistry,  Civil,  Electrical, 
Engineering  Physics,  Industrial,  Mechanical, 
Metallurgical,  Mining  and  Sanitary. 


Wray  H.  Congdon 
Director  of  Admissions 
LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

Dr.  Congdon  will  be  pleased  to 
take  up  individual  problems  with 
prospective  students  and  their 
parents. 


Continued  from  previous  page 

carded,  and  the  human  ear  used. 
Sound  recording  was  done  on  ear 
wax. 

The  method  of  printing  from  eye- 
ball negatives  and  ear  sound  tracks 
is  simplicity  itself.  In  the  dark 
room  I set  a piece  of  printing  paper 
on  an  easel,  focus  on  it  with  my  range 
view  eye,  turn  on  the  light  of  my 
intelligence  behind  the  eyeball,  open 
the  eyelid  shutter,  and  thus  make 
the  exposure.  There  is  really  nothing 
to  it,  although  for  a person  of  only 
average  intelligence,  exposure  may  be 
protracted  to  uncomfortable  limits 
due  to  weakness  of  illumination.  The 
sound  track  is  carefully  removed  in 
solid  form  from  the  ear,  and  rubbed 
on  the  back  of  the  finished  print 
along  with  a good  radio-active  salt. 
Radio-active  waves  are  now  set  up, 
following  the  original  wax  track,  and 
a sound  synchronized  print  is  the 
result. 

The  eyeball  technique  is  the  one 
I used  to  secure  my  world  famed 
news  scoops.  I’ll  never  forget  how 
surprised  the  Duke  of  Batavia  was 
to  see  his  wife’s  picture  on  the  front 
page  of  all  the  newspapers  the  morn- 
ing after  a wild  no-cameras-allowed 
party  at  which  I merely  winked  at 
her.  He  and  I have  had  many  a 
laugh  over  the  incident  since  then, 
but  to  this  day  his  highness  has  an 
electric  heater  brought  in  to  melt  my 
eyeball  every  time  I wink  at  the 


Duchess — whether  the  camera  eye  is 
at  the  time  loaded  or  not. 

Perhaps  the  high  spot  of  my  career 
was  the  world  acclaim  which  greeted 
my  celebrated  two  print  show  at  the 
Louvre.  The  two  prints  were  the 
“Seven  White  Angels  Carrying  a 


Ghost  Toward  Heaven  Through  a 
Cloudless  Sky  at  High  Noon”  and  the 
aforementioned  “Negro  Shoveling 
Coal  in  a Dark  Cellar  at  Midnight”, 
and  the  appreciative  furor  which  they 
aroused  in  the  art  world  has  not  yet 
abated.  The  critics  still  write  endless- 
ly of  the  “flawless  uniformity”  and 
purity  of  tone  exhibited  in  these  two 
prints. 

And  it  was  this  two  print  show 
which  directly  led  to  my  present  ex- 
alted position  with  the  Belvue  Psy- 
chopathic Gallery.  Laboratory  assist- 
ants in  chemically  pure  white  uni- 
forms now  dog  my  every  step  in 
order  to  anticipate  my  wants,  and 
to  prevent  the  jarring  of  my  print- 
ing paper  during  printing,  I am  pro- 
vided with  a darkroom  with  heavily 
sound  proofed  and  padded  walls.  I, 
now  wholly  devoted  to  the  photo- 
graphic muse,  spend  practically  all  of 
my  time  in  the  darkroom  printing 
from  old  negatives. 
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^CHEVROLETi 


Sales  and  Service 

PASSENGER  CARS 
TRUCKS 
USED  CARS 

• 

Hauser 
Chevrolet  Co. 

324  West  Fourth 

Tel.  5500 


December,  1937 
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3 ALLENTOWN  TILE  and 
MARBLE  CO. 

221  NORTH  SIXTH  STREET 
ALLENTOWN,  PENNA. 

Andrew  Rossetti,  Proprietor 

7- 

Arbogast 

and 

Bastian  Co. 

Meats  and  Provisions 

U.  S.  GOVERNMENT  INSPECTION 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


A SUGGESTION 

The  R.  O.  T.  C. 

May  be  a good  thing; 

We  learn  marching,  shooting, 
And  skirmishing. 

Statistics,  ballistics, 

First-aid,  parade, 

A wealth  of  things 
And  yet  I’m  afraid; 

In  the  frenzy  of  war 
There’s  more  to  be  said, 

For  a two-year  course 
In  dodging  lead. 

J.  B.  Boyle. 


> THE  MIESSE  SHOP 

Home-Made  Candy  and  Gifts 
of  the  Better  Kind 

568  MAIN  STREET 
Next  to  Sun  Inn 

We  mail  and  insure  its  delivery 

' 

Home  Cooked  Meals 

FOR  AS  LOW  AS  25c 
$5.50  for  $5.00 
$3.30  for  $3.00 

Quality  Restaurant 

212  South  New  Street 


..then  Joe  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


HELP!  Send  for  the  S.  P.  C.  A. 

Notify  the  S.P.C.C.  And  let’s 
start  a Society  for  the  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Pipes!  Smoking  over- 
strong tobacco  in  a gummy  howl  is 
a mean  trick  to  play  on  a self-re- 
specting briar.  Clean  it  out  and  smoke 
a fine,  mild  tobacco  like  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh.  Fragrant.  Slow-burning. 
Blended  of  the  finest  hurleys  from 
the  famous  Blue  Grass  country.  Two 
full  ounces  ...50  pipefuls.  Try  a tin. 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a recent 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  25  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  com  peting  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majority  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his  Famous  Orchestra 
NBC  Blue  Network,  every  Friday  9:30  P.  M.,  E.  S.  T. 
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The  Lehich  Review 


WH BE  > DOES  THIS 

take  my  preath 
AWAY  / 


-,/s  . V 


fW  a life  saver 

IN  YOUR,  mouth.  IT'LL 
REALLY  TAKE  YOUR. 
EREATH  AWAY/ 


MORAL: 


EVERYBODY#  BREATH  OFFENDS  SOMETIMES. 

let  CRYST-O-MINT  save  yours  after 

EATING-,  SMOKING  AND  DRINKING 


SOCIAL  SECURITY 
ANSWERS  HERE: 


(D— 2 

(13)— 4 

(2)— 3 

(14)— 1 

(3)— 1 

(15)— 5 

(4)— 1 

(16)— 3 

(5)— 1 

(17)— 3 

(6)— 5 

(18)— 5 

(7)— 3 

(19)— 2 

(8)— 2 

(20)— 2 

(9)— 3 

(21)— 4 

(10)— 1,  3 

(22)— 1 

(ID— 2 

(23)— 4 

(12)— 4 

(24)— 4 

(25)— 1 

Don’t  waste  those  gags  on  unappreciative  friends. 
Send  them  in  to  the  Editor  of  this  magazine  and 
if  they’re  good  enough  you  will  be  the  winner  of  a 
box  of  Life  Savers. 


We  can  give  you  lots  of  reasons  why  it’s  to  your  advantage  to 
do  your  Christmas  shopping  at  the  Supply  Bureau,  but  after  all  it 
narrows  down  to  whether  you  like  our  stuff  the  best  at  the  prices 
we  ask. 

So  . . . if  we  don’t  see  you 
before  you  leave  for  home  . . . 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS 

P.S. — We  would  like  to  remind  you  of  our  free  gift  wrapping  and 
shipping  service.  At  no  extra  cost  we  wrap  it  in  Christmas  pa- 
per and  send  it  insured  anywhere  in  the  U.  S.  free  of  charge. 


DRINKING 

GOLDEN  GUERNSEY  MILK 


A Good  Health  Habit 


AMERICA'S  CHOICE  TABLE  MILK 


Deep  Cream  Line 
Appetizing  Flavor 


Rich  Below  Cream  Line 
Unvarying  Quality 


Ask  for  MOWRER’S  ICE  CREAM  Every  Time 

locvrers^ 

1MERY 

Phone  4236 
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Copyright  1937,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co 


